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FATHER OF THE BRIDE 


ACT I 
SCENE 1 


A comfortable middle-class kiving-room, pleasant, gay and lived-in. 
The furniture may be modern or conventional so long as the effect 
is home-like and in good taste. Door to kitchen and pantry im R. 
door to front hall and stairs in L. Upstage C. a picture window with 
a glimpse of garden. Upstage R. a practical window. R.C. of pic- 
ture window a sideboard. Downstage of sideboard a dropleaf din- 
ing-table with fwe chairs. A matching sixth chair set against wall 
downstage of door RX. Upstage L.cC. of picture window are long 
low bookshelves, which continue along L. wall upstage, L. Wall 
downstage from books a desk and straight chair. Phone on desk. 
In corner formed by bookshelves is a big armchair with matching 
ottoman and floor lamp. Downstage R.C. two armchairs with a 
small table set between them. Downstage L.C. a sofa and coffee 
table. On bookshelves are pots of ivy and some bright prints or 
water-colors. Table is set for breakfast. 


Sunday Morning Breakfast at 9:30. Table set in living room. 

MR. BANKS, seated at dining-room table, on his last cup of coffee 
behind the Sunday paper. MRS. BANKS sits opposite. Cups, saucers, 
pot of coffee, etc. on table. DELILAH enters R. with hot rolls. Then 
exits. TOMMY enters L. in bathrobe, looking very tousled. 
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Tommy. ’Morning, Mom—'Morning, Pop! 

BANKS. (Without looking up.) ‘Morning, son. (TOMMY fakes 
his place at table.) 

MRS. BANKS. Tommy—you haven’t combed your hair. 

Tommy. Didn’t I? Can I have the funnies? 

BANKS. (Without looking up.) May I—May I have the funnies? 
MRS. BANKS. After you've had your breakfast, but please—at 
least—go comb your hair. 

TOMMY. (Rising.) Oh! Mom— 

BANKS. (Looking up at last.) And wash your face. 

Tommy. (Abused, but going toward door L.) Okay— 

MRS. BANKS. (To BANKS.) More coffee, dear? 

BANKS. (Passing cup to her.) E'lie, where’s Kay? 

MRS. BANKS. She'll be down in a minute. 

BANKS. What's got into her lately! She acts queer to me. 

MRS. BANKS. How queer, dear? 

BANKS. In a sort of daze— 

MRS. BANKS. Perhaps she’s in love? 

BANKS. In love ?—-Nonsense—who would she be in love with? 
TOMMY. (Entering L.) Buckley— 

BANKS. Never heard of him. 

MRS. BANKS. Of course you have, dear,—don’t fry to be stupid— 
TOMMY. She got that goofy look when she started going out with 
him. 

MRS. BANKS. (Reproving.) Tommy! 

BANKS. You don’t mean that big overgrown ham with the shoul- 
ders— ? 

MRS. BANKS. Shush, dear—yes—that’s the one— 

tommy. He’s an all-right guy. 

BANKS. I don’t think much of that fellow. 

tommy. He. got the shoulders playing football. 

MRS. BANKS. Why don’t you let Kay work things out for herself? 
BANKS. I’m not interfering with her, Am I? Am I? 

MRS. BANKS. I know, dear. 

BANKS. You're the one who's always worrying. 

MRS. BANKS. I know, dear. 

BANKS. You're the one who says she’s in love—with—with— 
what’ s-his-name ? 

tommy. Buckley, Pop— 

BANKS. You’re the one—I just asked what was the matter with 
her. 


MRS. BANKS. I may be wrong, Stanley, I wouldn’t worry. 

BANKS. Who’s worrying ?—I only asked— 

TOMMY. Pop, you used to worry because she went out with too 
many guys—now you worry because she only goes out with one 
guy. 

BANKS. Nonsense! 

MRS. BANKS. It’s true, Stan, you did. 

BANKS. She’s too young—she’s practically a child. 

TOMMY. She’s practically an old maid. She’s twenty-one! She 
can’t go on being a bridesmaid till she’s an old lady—(BEN enters 
L..) 

BEN. (Going to table.) Good morning, Mom—(Kisses his 
mother) ’Morning, Pop—(To TOMMY.) Hi, squirt. 

(Pulls tomMy’s ear as he passes and sits down at table-—Pause.) 
What's wrong here—? 

tommy. Mom just broke the news to Pop— 

MRS. BANKS. Your father’s a little worried about Kay.—(She 
passes him coffee and manipulates rolls.) 

BEN. Why? She seems fine to me. 

TOMMY. Buckley! 

BEN. He’s a nice guy— 

BANKS. All at once I am told that my daughter is in love with a 
goon with a pair of shoulders and no conversation. 

MRS. BANKS. Now, Stan, he’s shy with you. 

BANKS. And I am supposed to like it! 

MRS. BANKS. He’s a very shy young man. 

TOMMY. You don’t mind Ben being in love with Peggy — 
BANKS. Oh! Ben— 

BEN. I am not the apple of his eye. 

TOMMY. Besides—you’ve had that dopey look so long he’s used 
to it. 

BEN. Just wait a couple of years, little boy! 

TOMMY. Personally—I think this love stuff is a lot of tripe. 

BEN. Ha! 

MRS. BANKS. Now, Tommy—that’s a foolish way to talk— 
BANKS. I'm inclined to agree with Tommy. 

MRS. BANKS. Why! Stanley— 

BEN. That’s a fine thing to say, Pop! 

tommy. (Triumphant.) See now? 

BEN. I repeat—Ha! 

BANKS. I mean this going about looking as though you were Joan 
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of Arc hearing voices— 
MRS. BANKS. (Hofly.) And how do you think you looked, my 
dear—? (KAY comes tripping in L.) 

EKAY(Going to table.) Good morning—evetyone. (Kisses top of 
her father's head as she passes his chair.) Good morning, Pop— 
(Everyone says good-morning. KAY sits at table.) 

BANKS. (Solemmnly, to KAY.) Good morning, my dear—(Slight 
pause.) 

CKAY? Pop—is something the matter? 

BANKS. Nothing—nothing at all. 

MRS. BANKS. (Qwickly.) What would you like—a roll, 

men 
AY/Oh, no! Just coffee—I'm not hungry. 

TOMMY. There, you see—goofy! 

BEN. It does that to you sometimes. 

&AY.~ What does what? Are you all crazy? 

BEN. Takes your appetite away—you can’t sleep— 
KAY. What! 

TOMMY, L-O-V-E—love. 

(KAY> Oh, stop it! 

BANKS. There’s no reason why a healthy girl shouldn’t eat her 
breakfast. (Stares at her.) 

&€AY>Goodness knows I’m old enough to know when I’m hungry! 
Pop—why are you looking at me like that? 

BANKS. Because I’m seeing you with two brown pig-tails and a 
very dirty face and a pair of overalls—about so high. (Holds out 
arm.) 
aY> Mom—what is wrong with Pop? 
MRS. BANKS. Nothing, my dear—he didn’t sleep very well. 
KAY (Patting bis hand.) V'm sorry, Pops— 
MRS. BANKS. Was that years ago? It seems yesterday. 
tommy. Oh! Holy Smoke—Pop—pull yourself together. 
MRS. BANKS. Have another cup of coffee, Stanley. 
BANKS. No, thank you. (Pause.) 
> Mom—before I forget it—I won't be here tonight. (Dead 
Silence.) 
MRS. BANKS. Where ate you going, my dear? 

‘KAY: I’m going to spend the night with Buckley's family. (Pawse.) 
MRS. BANKS. (Weakly.) How nice! (Pause.) 

«BANKS. Look here—are you going to marry this character? 


Gay. I guess so. 


BEN. Good girl—congratulations! 

tommy. A fool there was— 

MRS. BANKS. Tommy!—(To Kay.) When—when were you 
thinking of getting married, dear? 

AY) I don’t know, Mother! 

MRS. BANKS. Well—just who does know, dear? 

&4@ It all depends on Buckley's plans. It might be months—it 
might be weeks—it might be tomorrow, and—there’s one thing— 
we won't be pinned down. Buckley’s very decided about that sort 
of thing. 

BANKS. (Sarcastically.) I hope Buckley won’t think I am pinning 
him down if I ask a few simple questions? - 

TOMMY. Here we go! 


“AY. Okay, Pops—I suppose we have to go through this. It's a 


little Victorian— 

BEN. After all—it’s their business, Pop. 

MRS. BANKS. Now you boys keep out of this. 

KAD Let's get it over with, Pops. 

BANKS. Very well—to begin with—who the heck is Buckley any- 
way? 
ay. Now, Pops—please—if we're going to— 

BANKS. And what's his last name? I hope it’s better than his first? 
AY) Pops—I'm not going to sit here— 

BANKS. And where the heck does he come from? 

tommy. Go it—and then a right and then a left to the jaw—! 
MRS. BANKS. Tommy!— 

BANKS. And who does he think is going to support him? 

BEN. Oh—now listen, Pop— 

&aY~I don’t like your attitude, Father. 

BANKS. If he thinks J am going to support him he’s got another 
guess coming— 

MRS. BANKS. (Shouting.) Stanley!—Nobody’s deaf—and you 
don’t give Kay a chance. Let her— 

) I'm twenty-one years old and Buckley's twenty-three—we’re 

grown people—you have no right to talk like that! 

BANKS. I have no right? You happen to be my daughter and a 
mere child— 
€&®. Ym not a child—I just told you— 

tommy. And a right to the body, and a left to the face—! 
MRS. BANKS. Tommy—do you want to be sent from the room? 
BANKS. A man is having a quiet Sunday breakfast and all at 
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once his only daughter comes in and says she’s going to marry a 
character. 
_ &AYStop calling Buckley a character, Pops—you're not fair! 
/~ Banks. But they don’t know when they're going to get married 


Ve and they're going to live on air— 
/ (BX, Buckley—wouldn’t let anybody support him—he'd dre first. 
M4 Buckley wouldn't come to you for help not even if we were starv- 
y ing in the gutter. 
i BANKS. '(Shouting.) That’s a great comfort to me! 
J MRS. BANKS. Your father’s upset, Kay. 
| BEN. Keep cool, Pops—nobody’s starving in the gutter. 
| BANKS. I never said a word about gutters! 
| tomMy. He’s down—he’s down—one—two—three—! 
\ €AyY Buckley's a wonderful business man and he has a wonderful 
job. 


BANKS. Doing what? 
KAY» Well, he—he makes something—Does it really make any dif- 
ference what it is? 
BANKS. Sometimes it does—yes- 
&cav. Well—I don’t know what it is—it’s a something or other— 
he’s the kind of a person can do anything!— 
BANKS. Would somebody mind telling me this character's last 
name? = 
EVERYONE, Dunstan! —e Dundtin 
“KAY.And his mother afd father are just as good as you and Mom 
“and they live in East Smithfield, which is just as good as Fairview 
‘ Geran don’t call him “this character’! 
BANKS. Mr. Dunstan makes something-or-other—and won't be 
pinned down— 
BEN. I don’t blame him, Pop. 
MRS, BANKS. Please #ry to act reasonable. Stanley—really—you 
shout so. 
BANKS. And he lives in East Smithfield, and he’s wonderful! 
MRS. BANKS. You don’t know the boy, dear— 
‘KAD, He’s not a boy—he’s a man—and this is strictly our business 
and— 
BANKS. One day a man has a little girl in pigtails who skins her 
knee and goes through his pockets for chewing gum—and the 
next day she wants to marry a stranger who makes something-or- 


\e . other and it’s strictly her business— 


a Pops—you te so unreasonable. 
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BANKS. I know I am—I don’t like it. > x 
KAY). (Rising, then sitting on arm of BANK'S chair.) Really he's 
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wonderful, Pops—please don’t mind. y 
BANKS. All right, Kitten, I love him already. What did you say his lica\ 


name was? (Doorbell rings.) 

&RY There’s Buckley now—Dunstan, Pops—(She goes to door 
L.) Please try to remember—Dunstan— (Goes out L.) 

MRS. BANKS. “Mrs. Buckley Dunstan’—I think it’s quite distin- 
guished. 

BANKS. I hope she knows what she’s doing—she’s just a child! 
tommy. Oh! Pop/— 

KAD (Off-stage L.) Hello—darling. ~~— 

BUCKLEY. (Off L.) Hello—darling— 

MRS. BANKS. (Low.) Please try to behave, Stanley—( Calling.) 
Come in, Buckley. Kay has told us the news. (KAY and BUCKLEY 
enter L. hand in hand. KAY very poised, BUCKLEY very ill at ease.) 
We're very happy about it. (BUCKLEY seems at a loss.) Aren't 
you going to kiss me? 

BUCKLEY. I'd like to—(Kisses her very awkwardly. BANKS is star- 
ing at BUCKLEY in a Sort of trance.) 

MRS, BANKS. Stanley— 

BANKS. (Coming to nervously. Gets up, goes to BUCKLEY, and 
holds out his hand.) Well, Buckley—I hear—lI hear you're going 
to be a member of the family. We must—well—we must try to get 
to know each other better. 

BUCKLEY. Yes, Sif. 

BEN. Good going, Buckley! 

BUCKLEY. Thanks, Ben. 

TOMMY, Well, I think you're crazy—but if you had to do it— 
she’s not bad—for a girl. 

AY (Laughing.) Tommy—I'm flattered! (Hooks an arm about 
his neck.) WTR |. os 
“TOMMY. (Embarrassed.) Hey—don’t!—Excuse me, will you, 
Buckley—I got to go dig some worms. (Exit TOMMY L., in a 
rush.) 

MRS. BANKS. Sit down, Buckley—would you like some hot 
coffee ? 

BUCKLEY. (Sitting.) No, thank you—I—I just had some. 
BANKS. Cigarette, Buckley? 

BUCKLEY. No, thank you. (Kay sits on arm of his chair. Awk- 
ward pause.) 

MRS. BANKS. We're so excited, Buckley—tell us your plans. 


11 


BUCKLEY. My plans? 

MRS. BANKS. (Brighily.) Yes—for the announcements and the 
wedding—you know—we could get Miss Bellamy—Mr. Banks’ 
secretaty—to help with the announcements— 

BUCKLEY. Well—you see, Mrs. Banks— 
&KKY. Mother—I told you—we have no plans. We don’t need Miss 
Bellamy—this is zot a business— 

BANKS. But you do plan to get married ? 

AX, Now, Pops—don’t start all over again. 

MRS. BANKS. I just want some idea of the date, Kay . . . and, be- 
sides, Miss Bellamy is so efficient— 

(KBx. We don’t know the date. Don’t try to organize us, Mom. I 
‘want everything very simple. 

BUCKLEY. We just thought we’d get married sort of when the 


es moved us. 
AY. With no fuss or feathers—no effort—we want to live simply 
—without all the fussing— 
MRS. BANKS. But, darling— 
KAR, You don’t have to lift a finger, Mother—it’s Buckley and 
I who are getting married and not you and Pop—and we'll ar- 
_fange it and there's no use trying to push us around. 
BANKS. Wel/—thank Heaven for that! ae 
MRS. BANKS. Kay—let Buckley tell me his idea. 
BUCKLEY. Well—you see—I wouldn’t want a lot of trappings—I 


thought— 
MRS. BANKS. You mean you don’t want to get married in a church, 
Buckley—? 


BUCKLEY. As a matter of fact, we do want a church. But I thought 
we could just drive around in the country and find a nice little 
church with lots of ivy—you know—and get someone to play the 
organ—and we could just walk down the aisle hand in hand—and 
—well—just do it like that. 

Without anyone, Buckley—? 

BUCKLEY. Well—with just whatever witnesses were there—you 
know—and whatever we had on— 

MRS. BANKS. No wedding dress? 

BANKS. I think he’s got something. 

Ka¥> But, darling— 

BUCKLEY. Just a minute, darling—the way I feel, Mr. Banks—it’s 
between me and Kay—and—well—God. I mean—I love Kay— 
Mr. Banks—and I want to pledge myself to take care of her— 
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YAY. Buckley—you te sweet— 
BUCKLEY. But I don’t see why Tom, Dick and Harry have to gawk 
at me or why I have to get in a monkey suit—or be made into a 
tribal exhibit— 
BANKS. I &now he’s got something—it's just as silly and primitive 
as— 
MRS. BANKS. Stanley— 
BANKS. It is! Beat all the drums. Put on all the feathers. Everybody 
come sce—the chief is going to put a ring in Buckley's nose! 


AW Pops—whose wedding is this? K fm pyre 


BANKS. Oh—nobody worries about its being sacred . it’s a 
freeshow . . . freeeats.. . 

BUCKLEY. But I want it to be sacred, Mr. Banks. 1 mean. . . the 
way I feel about Kay and everything . . . that’s private . . . isn’t 
it? ITmean . . . it belongs to Kay and to me. I don’t see why it 
should get turned into a circus. The way I feel about it is... ifa 


man can’t have a few things private in his life, then life isn’t 
worth living. And Kay agrees with me. 

MRS. BANKS. (Wistfully.) Kay would make a beautiful bride! 
BUCKLEY. (Carried away.) Some morning when the sun is shin- 
ing—we’ll just get in the car. . . (KAY moves near MRS, BANKS, 
turns her back.) Maybe she'll have on her dungarees . . . how do 
[know . . . and I'll just say to Kay. . . “Well. . . thisis it, dar- 
ling,” and she'll say to me, “This is it, darling,” and we'll just 
drive till we find the little church . . . Isn’t that it, Kay? (No 
answer.) 

BANKS. The one with the ivy and the organ playing. 

BUCKLEY. Yes, sit. . . and we'll just take each other’s hands and 
walk in . . . That’s what we want, isn’t it, Kay? (No answer.) 
Kay . . . (Still a silent back.) Kay. . . what are you doing? 
MRS. BANKS. (Getting up, putting arm around AY.) She's 
crying! 

BANKS. Oh! For gosh’ sakes! 

BUCKLEY. Kay—darling—what’s the matter? 

KAD (Sobbing.) Nothing! 

BUCKLEY. But you said that’s what you wanted! 

BANKS. (Sympathetically.) Listen, Buckley . . . 
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BUCKLEY. But that’s what she sad, Mr. Banks! 
BANKS. (Almost tenderly.) 1 know, Pal. But you can’t always go 


by what they say... 

BUCKLEY. You can't? But then . . . how do you know? . . . I 
mean. . . how the heck do you know where you are? 

BANKS. You don’t. But you'll learn, son. 

BUCKLEY. Kay . . . listen, Kay . . . please tell me what’s the 
matter ? 


&a¥ Nothing. (Swiffles.) Nothing . . . except that... (i7 a 
wail of grief) . . . a girl waits for a wedding dress all her life— 
MRS. BANKS. You'd think you were ashamed of her, Buckley, all 
this sneaking off in a car. 

BUCKLEY. Ashamed of her? Of Kay? I think she’s the most beauti- 
ful girl I ever saw. 

&&a¥. A lot of good it will do me to be beautiful with two awful 
witnesses from the street— 
—BaieltS, ul SF-SChELE Tera ne Lot? e ; 
BUCKLEY. But, Kay—I thought you wanted it simple. You said 
you wanted it simple... darling . . . please. 

AY I DO want it simple—but not that simple—DUN- 
GAREES! ; 

MRS. BANKS, That’s not simple—that’s surreptitious! 

BANKS, Ellie Banks . . . you keep out of this! 

MRS. BANKS. Now you listen to me, Stanley. This is the greatest 
moment of Kay’s life. And when a mother has a daughter as lovely 
as Kay she wants a chance to show het off a little bit— 

BANKS. Who said women were civilized ? 

BUCKLEY. But, Kay . . . I don’t understand . . . what do you 
want, darling? God knows I want you to have what you want. 
MRS. BANKS. She wants a nice quiet little wedding in her own 
church! (KAY begins drying her eyes.) 

BUCKLEY. Is that what you want? 

&AY~Uh—huh! With a wedding dress— 

MRS. BANKS. And a few of the girls she grew up with as brides- 
maids. 

> And just a few of my dearest friends—just a handful, 

Buckley. 

MRS. BANKS. And a very intimate little supper here afterwards. 
Ay: How did you know, Mom? 


Ot Pelee ches! 


. MRS. BANKS. (With BANKS, a mocking echo.) Because it’s what 


every woman wants! 
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BUCKLEY. Do they? Is that right? 

BANKS. I’m afraid so, Buckley— 

AVI thought maybe around June tenth. 
BANKS. “Don’t pin me down, Pops,” she said. 


MRS. BANKS. At Saint George’s— : 
BUCKLEY. (Solemnly.) 1 want it to be the way you want it, Kay! 
MRS. BANKS. So she can remember it all her life. 
BUCKLEY. (Slowly.) All right, Kay. 

CRAY. (Hurling herself into bis arms.) Oh! Darling— 
BANKS. (Holding out bis hand in real sympathy.) Here we go. 
Too bad, son— 
BUCKLEY. Thank you, sit-— is 
BANKS. I liked that ivy-covered chapel while it lasted. 
Kav: But, Buckley—we’re going to keep it simple—terribly, ter- 
ribly simple. ; 
MRS. BANKS. Of course! Beautiful, but simple! 


CURTAIN 


ACT I 
SCENE 2 


SAME SCENE: KAY and BUCKLEY on stage. They are standing in 
middle of stage very much involved in a kiss. They break. 


BUCKLEY. Darling! 
kAyY>Darling! ; 
BUCKLEY. (Looking at his watch.) I must go—I'm having dinner 
with the boss. 
ERP (Holding his coat which she has got from a chair.) Oh! The 
boss! 
BUCKLEY. I never seem to see you any more! 
(KAY. I know—stay a minute— 
BUCKLEY. (As they sit on sofa.) Suddenly the world seems to be 
full of relatives and people you haven’t seen since you were 
twelve— 
Kae? 1 know—isn’t it disgusting! (She settles her bead on his 
shoulder.) We'te never by ourselves anymore. (BUCKLEY sef- 
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tles his arm about her. They look out front peacefully, cheek to 
cheek. Pause.) 

BUCKLEY. (Looking at her.) Still love me? 

KAY) Um! (Pause.) 

BUCKLEY. (Sitting forward.) Kay— 

KAY) (Pulls him back as he was.) Don’t go “way. 

BUCKLEY. Kay— 

AY? What, darling—? 

BUCKLEY. Since we told everybody—does it seem to you—as 
though—? I don’t know how to say it. 

KAY. Well, try— 

BUCKLEY. Well—as though things have changed. 

KAY) (Sitting forward.) You still love me? 

BUCKLEY. Don't be silly! 
KAY, Well, then—? 

BUCKLEY. No—I mean—as though we don’t belong to ourselves 
now, as though we hadn’t any private lives any more—as though 
everything we did were things we're expected to do. Doesn’t it 
seem that way? 

KAY. A little. 

BUCKLEY. Do you like it? 

&a¥) No—I hate it. I want to just be in our little house by our- 
selves. ‘ 

BUCKLEY. Me, too—(They kiss briefly.) Kay—I want everything 
the way you want it—bui— 
AY. But what, darling? 

BUCKLEY, Well—it isn’t going to be a great big wedding, is it? 
&a¥? No—no—just a lovely little perfect wedding with people we 
love—okay ? 

BUCKLEY. (Doubtfully.) Okay. (Pause.) Kay? 

AY, Uh-huh—? 

BUCKLEY. (Staring at her.) You promise me? 

AY» What, darling—? 

BUCKLEY. That it won't be a big wedding? 
AY. OF course, Buckley. 

BUCKLEY. You solemnly promise me? 

KAY. (Staring at him.) Buckley, don’t you trust me? 

BUCKLEY. Yes, of course—only—about how many, Kay? 

¥. Darling—I don’t know—I haven't even started! Maybe— 

about fifty ? 

BUCKLEY. Fifty—that’s a lot of people staring at you. 
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<KAY> Maybe less—maybe thirty or forty—- 

BUCKLEY. Kay—will you—will you do something for me? 

cKAYD What, darling? 

BUCKLEY. Will you say after me, “I solemnly promise there won't 
be more than fifty people!”’ 

&AY. (Dutifully.) 1 solemnly promise there won't be more than 
fifty people! (BUCKLEY Jooks long into her eyes. They kiss and 
go back as they were . . . cheek to cheek.) (Doorbell rings off L.) 
(Not moving.) Datn doorbell! 

BUCKLEY. Should you go? 


. CKAY Let’s see if Delilah will—(DELILAH crosses R. to L., and 


exits L.) I don’t want to move. 
BUCKLEY. Me, either—(Door heard closing.) 
DELILAH. (Off L.—very excited.) Miss Kay, Miss Kay— 
KAY: (Sitting up, straightening ber hair.) Oh! Shoot! (Calling.) 
What is it, Delilah? 
DELILAH. (Entering L.) A package—for you—express. Hello! Mr. 
Dunstan—guess what ? 
KAY? What? 
DELILAH. I bet it’s a wedding present. 
Bx. Buckley—I think she’s right. Open it—Mom—Mom— 
MRS. BANKS. (Off L.) Yes. 
> Come quickly—I think it’s a wedding present. 
BUCKLEY. (Getting out pocket-knife from his pocket.) Darn 
string! 
(KAY. Oh! Hurry—Buckley— 
MRS. BANKS. (Enters L. in a rush.) Hello—Buckley—(Leans over 
him to look.) It looks like it. (BUCKLEY opens package.) 
(KAY? It is! The first—Oh, Buckley—(She falls into his arms.) for 
our home, darling— 
DELILAH. What is it? 
» Unwrap it, Mom. 
MRS. BANKS. You do it, dear. 
AY) I'm so excited—help me, Buckley—(They undo a lot of tis- 
sue paper and pull out tray.) A tray! Oh! Isn't it stunning! 
BUCKLEY, That’s a beauty. 
MRS. BANKS, Delilah—what are you doing? 
DELILAH. (Sobbing.) I’m ctying, Mrs. Banks—everything about 
weddings makes me cry. (She rushes off R.) (Key in lock of out- 
side door t..) 
MRS. BANKS. Here’s Stanley—Stanley—it came— 
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BANKS. (Entering L.) Hi—everybody—what came? S H 
CKAYDA tray. : 

MRS. BANKS. The first present. i 4 
&RD> Isn't it a dream? lot ys 


BANKS. Say! That’s a good-looking tray! i) Fly ll 
KAD Wh Dei a bay PR 


Tommy! 

TOMMY. (Off L.) Yes, Mom— 

MRS. BANKS. Bring down the card table, will you, dear? 
TOMMY. Yes, Mom— 

MRS. BANKS. Don’t forget the card, Kay. 

SOh—no—it’s from Cousin Mary. How sweet of her! 
TOMMY. (Comes banging in i. with card table.) Who's going to 
play cards? 

KE¥)No one.—Look—Tommy! 
TOMMY. Well—I’ll be darned—the loot’s beginning to arrive! 
BANKS. My revenge! How many of these things have I bought for 
other people’s daughters! 
KAY (Linking her arm through his.) Pops! Shame! 
MRS. BANKS. Write it in your bride’s book right away, Kay— 
Oh! I must, mustn’t 1? She fishes a big handsomely bound 
book from desk L.) 
BUCKLEY. What’s a bride’s book? 
MRS. BANKS. For keeping the presents straight so you thank the 
right people for the right things. 
BANKS. My gosh! It looks like a Bible. Kay—may I see—? (KAY 
hands it to him. He opens fly-leaf and reads.) 


“© fortunate, O happy day 

When a new household finds its place 

Among the myriad homes of earth. 
—Longfellow.” 


K&P.Now stop making fun of my book—(She takes i.) “Tray— 
Cousin Maty.” (Writes.) 
MRS. BANKS. Describe it, Kay—you may get another tray. 


GAY) Wo0d— (Hesitates.) 
BUCKLEY. Doodabs carved on the handles. 


BANKS. Mahogany. 
TOMMY. With a glass thingamum— 
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_ arm in arm with BEN.) 
BEN. Met Buckley going out. I hear ‘“The present’’ arrived. Where 


&AYA (Finishes writing.) There! Number one! 
BUCKLEY. And IJ must go, darling— 
CKAY?-Oh! Must you? 

BUCKLEY. Don’t forget, the folks are expecting you two to dinner 
tonight. 

MRS. BANKS. No, dear—we'll be there. 

BUCKLEY. (Shyly.) I hope you like them. 

MRS. BANKS, Of course we will. 

BUCKLEY. Bye, now— 

EVERYONE. Goodbye. (KAY goes off L. with him.) 
BANKS. (Low.) You think we HAVE to go, Ellie? 


MRS. BANKS. Now, Stanley . . . please don’t start again . . . of 

course we have to go. 

BANKS. I suppose Kay's right . . . we've got to face it. (To MRS. 
BANKS.) Did you take my headache pills? . . . I can’t find them. 

MRS. BANKS. I wouldn’t take another, dear . . . you took one an 

hour ago. 

TOMMY. Why are you in such a lather about it, Pop? 

BANKS. I’m vot in a lather . . . but . . . (To MRS. BANKS.) 


Where did you put them? 

MRS. BANKS. On the desk . . . I can’t see what's so awful 
about meeting Buckley's father and mother . . . It says one eve 
three hours, Stanley. 

BANKS. You'd think Kay might have picked somebody we knov 
instead of a family we never laid eyes on . . . I know just the kind 
of people they are. It’s going to be terrible! (Crosses to desk L 
picks up pill-box.) 
TOMMY. Some of the people we know are pretty terrible, too. 
MRS. BANKS. Stanley Banks . . . for a grown man you sometimes, 
don’t make sense. Why do you assume the Dunstans are terrible? 
BANKS. I havea feeling . . . that’sall... 
MRS. BANKS. Anyway . . . you're not marrying Buckley's familys 
BANKS. I might just as well be... I'll probably have to support 
them. 

MRS. BANKS. Nonsense . . . hush . . . here comes Kay. . . 
Stanley, where are you going? 

BANKS. (Going out R.) To get a glass of water. (KAY enters L. 
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is 7? 
(KAW (Pointing.) There! 
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BEN. (Mock solemn, as he looks at it.) I'm impressed! I’m really 


impressed. 
kan low tone.) What’s the matter with Pop? 


MRS. BANKS. You know . . . tonight . . . It’s started one of his 
headaches! He’s been taking pills all day. 
AY)Oh, dear! Is he still worried? 
MRS. BANKS. I’m afraid so. 
BEN. You'd think he was being presented at Court. 
KAY, But shouldn’t you be getting started, Mom? 
MRS. BANKS. Don’t say anything. I’ll get him there. 
“KAY> Because they’ re counting on it. 
MRS. BANKS. I know, dear. 
Tommy. I don’t get it... honest .. . suppose they Aate him... 
what of it? 
KAW. What of it? Why they're Buckley's mother and father. 
MRS. BANKS. Now don’t let’s start all over again ... please... 
talk about something else . . . you don’t understand, Tommy. 
BEN. (A conspirator.) What shall we talk about? 
MRS. BANKS. The wedding, of course. (BANKS enlers R. with a 
glass of water and sits down, holding his head.) 
§CAY2I'Il tell you one thing . . . this is going to be a small wedding 
and a small reception. 
BANKS. I was talking to Jack Gibbons the other day . . . Jack has 
married off four daughters. 
MRS. BANKS. What did he say? 
BANKS. He said a wedding was either held in the bosom of the 
family . . . (Picks a pill from box.) . . . or Madison Square 
Garden . . . (Pops pill into his mouth and swallows glass of 
water.) Oh! Fortunate, oh happy Day! 

¥? Well, mine is neither. I’m going to have my own friends. 
BEN. (Mee&ly.) I suppose I can’t ask any of my friends? . . . 
Tommy and I don’t count. 
TOMMY. What am I supposed to say: ‘My sister doesn’t want 
you?” 
BANKS. All I’m saying is you'll end up with thirty, or three 
hundred. 
MRS. BANKS. Oh, no. 
KAY) (Falling into a chair.) Three hundred . . . Pops. . . 
you're crazy! That's the way you and Mom would J/ike it. You 
want every old fogey in town so you can hear them say, “Yes— 
she really was too lovely—and the most beautiful dress, my dear.” 
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TOMMY. I suppose you'd hate that! 
AY. Yes—I would—and I just won't have it! This is my wedding 
and it’s going to be my friends. 
BANKS. Of course, I’m only going to pay for it. 
BEN. So he /s interested—a little— 
KAY>DI know—but— 
MRS. BANKS. Do you think we're going to leave out all our 
friends? Do you think we can leave out the Gibbons and the Roes 
and the Harts and all that crowd you've grown up with? 
Nonsense. 
‘Kay All right. Who said you couldn’t have the Roes? Molly Roe 
is one of my best friends. Of course they'd be there—but that isn’t 
three hundred, is it? It’s going to be nearer thirty! 
BANKS. How many people did you tell me would be at the an- 
nouncement party? 
TOMMY. She said about twenty! 
BANKS. How many came? 
BEN. I counted sixty-four and got tired— 
Well—that’s different—I—(BANKS gets paper and pencil 
from desk.) 
MRS. BANKS. Stanley— 
TOMMY. Oh! It will be a rat race, all right, and there are some fel- 
lows I’ve got to ask. 
BANKS. There! That’s the smallest wedding you can have under 
the law—you and Buckley and the Reverend Galsworthy. Now. 
Anybody else? 
BEN. Two witnesses— 
BANKS. Two witnesses.—Anybody else? 
KAY? Really—this is so childish; you always get so technical. 
MRS. BANKS. Sometimes your father has good ideas, Kay. I made 
a list last night. I wonder where I put it? 
KAY (Despairingly.) Oh! Mama— 
MRS. BANKS. Go on, Stanley—just put down the Dunstans and 
ourselves and Ben and Tommy. 
BEN. And Uncle Charlie. 
Tommy. And Aunt Marne— 
BANKS. Aunt Marne and Aunt Emily—each one of you take a pen- 
cil and paper—and make a minimum list—with a total figure. 
KAY) I won't have it—I won’t have it. (She dashes out i.) It’s my 
wedding—and I've made my list already. 
BANKS. Good gosh! Ellie! What’s the matter with her? We're just 
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putting down a few names. 

MRS. BANKS. She’s nervous.—l wonder where I put my list? 
(Looks about.) 

Tommy. All women are nervous. (They all take pencils and paper 
from desk and bookshelves.) Mom—I'm going to make my list in 
the kitchen. I’m hungry— 

BEN. And I’m going to change my shirt! My list won’t be long— 
back in five minutes. (TOMMY goes out R., BEN L. BANKS writes 
at desk sitting in chair, sighs heavily.) 

BANKS. Three hundred people drinking my champagne—EllieE— 
MRS. BANKS. (Byzsy writing.) Oh, there won't be Aalf that num- 
ber—a fourth that number— 

BANKS. (Writes a few names.) Three hundred people eating 
my food!—I’m tuined—you don’t seem to understand—I’m 
ruined— 

MRS. BANKS. (Looking up.) Stanley—don’t fuss so—(She writes 
busily.) 

BANKS. (Writes a few names). All my life I've been a prudent 
and thrifty man— 

MRS. BANKS. (Writing.) Of course you have, dear. 

BANKS. And now the conventions demand that I take my own eco- 
nomic life and squeeze it to death with my own hands— 

MRS. BANKS. (Talking to herself and writing.) And, of course, 
the Arnolds— 

BANKS. (Slamming down his pad and pencil.) 1 won't do it— 
that’s all—I won’t do it— 

MRS, BANKS. (Looking up.) What won't you do—? 

BANKS. Buy food and drink for all those people. (Completely 
sunk.) Only of course I wll do it! 

MRS. BANKS. Stanley—you're really working yourself up. What zs 
the matter, darling! 

BANKS. I don’t like it. I don’t like any of it. What do we know 
about Buckley? All at once Kay comes home and says, ‘““This is 
Buckley—isn’t he cute? I’m going to marry him.” How do we 
know that he has what it takes to support a family? How do we 
know he won’t make Kay perfectly miserable? I didn’t sleep a 
wink last night—worrying. 

MRS. BANKS. Darling—you were snoring when I woke up. 

BANKS. I have a cold. 

+ MRS. BANKS. Stanley—please keep calm! 

BANKS. (Ignoring this.) Snatching her right out of her home— 
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that’s what he’s doing-—She still eats and sleeps here but her 
spirit has moved out. 

MRS. BANKS. Now—nonsense, dear— 

BANKS. And I don’t care what she says, she’s only a child—barely 
out of pigtails— 

MRS. BANKS. (Very quietly.) I was younger when we wete 
married. 

BANKS. (Sfaring at her hostilely.) 1 don’t understand women. 
When Kay’s out at some little dance you can’t sleep till she gets 
home—but when it’s a question of whether or not she’s going to 
eat for the rest of her life you're calm as a cloud in the sky. 

MRS. BANKS. You really must pull yourself together, dear—the 
Dunstans are expecting us— 

BANKS. And I don’t like that, either. Why didn’t they have Kay 
and Buckley? 

MRS. BANKS. They thought we'd get to know each other better— 
just us four— 

BANKS. That’s the pay-off! They're the cozy type— 

MRS. BANKS. Stanley! 

BANKS. That’s the kind of people they are. 

MRS. BANKS. Well, even suppose they—what in the world’s got 
into you—? (TOMMY enters R. with a mouthful of food, and a 
piece of paper, which he hands to BANKS.) 

TOMMY. Here’s my list, Pop. 

MRS. BANKS. Tommy—cake—tright before dinner—(BANKS Starts 
solemnly writing in his list again.) 

TOMMY. I was hungry. 

MRS. BANKS. I know, but—(Kay 77 L. with her list.) 

&K&¥YyI'm sorry I was so cross—here’s the bad news, darling— 
(Gives it to her father, who figures.) And, Mom—you should be 
going—it’s a long drive— 

MRS. BANKS. Yes—you're right, dear. (BEN runs in L.—very 
slicked up.) 

BEN. (Handing his list to BANKS.) All accounted for. Mom—I’m 
taking Peggy out to dinner— 

MRS. BANKS. Did you tell Delilah? 

BEN. No—I forgot. 

MRS. BANKS. Oh, Ben! I told you always to tell Delilah— (BANKS 
has slumped in his chair, eyes closed.) 

TOMMY. (Looking at BANKS.) Hey! Mom— 

BEN. (Kissing MRS. BANKS.) I’m sorry, Mom. 
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TOMMY. Hey—Mom— 

MRS. BANKS. What, dear ? 

TOMMY. Look at Pops— 

MRS. BANKS. Oh, dear me— 

Y5He’s gone to sleep— 

BEN. Why, he’s passed out! 

MRS, BANKS. Nonsense—he’s asleep. Tommy, get my smelling 
salts from the bathroom. (TOMMY goes out L.) It said “‘one every 
three hours’’—I told him! 

(KAY Now what are we going to do? The Dunstans will be furious. 
MRS. BANKS. He'll be all right—take his arm, Ben. (Each of them 
takes one of BANKS’ arms.) Stanley—wake up.—See if we can get 
him on his feet, Ben. (TOMMY runs in L. with small bottle of 
smelling salts. They try to pull BANKS up, but he collapses again.) 
TOMMY. Here. 

MRS. BANKS. Tommy—take this side—Now—Stanley, wake up— 
(Pushes smelling salts under BANKS’ nose. -) 

BANKS. Go way—very tired— 

MRS. BANKS. Make him walk. (Pushes salts at him again.) 

BANKS. Man can’t ae a little sleep in his own bed—( Pushes MRs. 
BANKS aivay.) 
(RA.Oh! Mother, he'll never make it— 

MRS. BANKS. Yes, he will. Now, Stanley—take a big breath of this 
—big—(He inhales salts deeply and comes to, just as suddenly as 
he went off.) 

BANKS. What are you all doing? 

MRS. BANKS. Nothing, dear—are you ready? 

BANKS. Of course I’m ready! 

MRS. BANKS. Well—come, then— 

BANKS. (Ominous after a pause.) Does anyone care to know how 
many ate on this list ? 

MRS. BANKS. How many, Stanley? 

BANKS. Four hundred and seventy-two! 


QUICK CURTAIN 


ACT II 


_ Two large tables have replaced card table for the wedding pres- 
ents and are upstage C., in front of picture window, The armchair 
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and ottoman that were upstage L., by bookcases have moved down- 
Stage L.c. Desk has been turned about facing the audience and 
just back of it along the wall, upstage L., is a filing cabinet. The 
dining room table has been turned long way with the side wall 
and set back more into the corner, upstage R., to make room for 
the wedding presents. Straight chair that was downstage R. has 
moved to upstage L.C. against bookcases. It is heaped with un- 
opened wedding presents recently arrived. The two tables are cov- 
ered with presents already neatly arranged. On floor under tables 
are stacks of empty cartons. MISS BELLAMY sits at desk, in Specta- 
cles, typing fiercely on a portable. Phone is ringing. MISS BEL- 
LAMY picks up phone and answers automatically. 


MISS BELLAMY. Mr. Banks’ residence. His secretary speaking . . . 
oh! It’s you, Mrs. Banks. No, Mr. Banks hasn’t arrived yet. You 
want me to tell him you and Kay will be a little late? Yes, surely 
.oh...and, Mrs, Banks ... now that I have you on the phone 
‘ I can't seem to fad the notes I took last night and 
I wanted to check with you . . . check and double-check is my 
policy . . . yes . . . you and Mr. Banks decided not more than 
three hae at the church ceremony and not more than one 
hundred fifty at the reception . . . Is that right? Thank you . . 
I felt sure it was right, but I wanted to check! Thank you, Mrs. 
Banks. (Hangs up.) (Phone rings again.) Oh! My gracious. . . 
again. . . (Typesafew words . . . Phone rings again.) 
DELILAH. (Rushing on R.) V'll get it, Miss Bellamy. (Picks up 
phone receiver.) Hello . . . Hello. . . yes, it’s the Banks’ resi- 
dence. No . . . he isn’t here. No, she isn’t here, either. Who am 
I? I’m the maid. I don’t know who you are, Mister, but my name 
is not “Toots” and if you have a message for Mr. Banks, all right. 
If you just want to be fresh I'll hang up. Yes, I’m listening . . . 
yes, I'll write it down. Call Mr. Weisgold. . . 
MISS BELLAMY. (Stopping her typing, but not looking up.) Ask 
what for... ? 
DELILAH. What for? What for should he call you? Wedding pic- 
tures? All right. All right ...I said I'd tell him ... oh, for good- 
ness’ sake . . . (Slams down receiver.) 
MISS BELLAMY. Write it down. 
DELILAH. Oh, yes. (Picks up little book from phone table and 
scribbles.) Some fellows are so fresh! (Starts for door R. Phone 
rings again.) 


25 


MISS BELLAMY. No... no. . . not again! Delilah . . . tell Mr. tommy. I don’t know . . . look up the number in th¢ got 
Banks when he comes that the phone drove me upstairs . . . Hello... Yes He. 2 , 
(Phone rings again . . . She picks up papers and typewriter and BUZZ. (Holding up bride's book at desk.) This? AY 
starts for door L.) . . . And tell him Mrs. Banks and Kay will be TOME Yes... No... sheisn’'tin .. . I'don A 
a little Jate. she’s gone shopping . . . No . . . my mother has She $ 


DELILAH. Yes, Miss Bellamy. (Picks up phone.) It’s just driving 


me crazy! Hello . . . Babette . . . Miss Kay doesn’t know any 
Babette . . . Babette who . . . Specialists in what? Oh. . . 
lingerie . . . Her fitting is tomorrow at eleven. . . Yes. . . I'll 


tell her. (Hangs up, starts for door R., wheels in her tracks and 
goes back to phone.) Oh! Write it down. (She is writing labori- 
ously when TOMMY enters L. with BUZZ.) 

TOMMY. Hi! Delilah . .. 


DELILAH. . . . at eleven tomorrow . . . (TOMMY and BUZZ 
cross to presents.) Don’t touch anything now .. . 

Tommy. I told Buzz he could come see the loot . . . okay? 
DELILAH. Yes . . . But don’t you touch anything. 


TOMMY. We won't. Come on, Buzz. . . 

BUZZ. Gee whiz! Why do people send her all this stuff ? 

tommy. I don’tknow .. . it’sa racket . 

BUZZ. What’s she going to do with it? 

Tommy. I don’t know . . . She’s trying to beat Booboo Batch- 
elder 2). 

BUZZ. How come? 

TOMMY. Booboo holds the record. She got two hundred and sixty- 
five! 

Buzz, Holy Cow! 


Tommy. But Kay says it’s not fair, because her father’s a senator. 


BUZZ. How many has Kay got? \ 
toMy. Around two hundred, but she’s got a lot of time to go | 
yet. 

BUZZ. I think it’s nuts. 

TOMMY. The whole business is nuts. 

BUZZ. (Walking around, staring thoughtfully.) Boy! If you sold 
all this junk you could get a neat motorcycle! 

tommy. Heck, yes . . . (Phone rings.) Delilah! (Yelling.) De- 
labs ae 

DELILAH. (Off R.) You answer it, Tommy. 

Tommy. Oh. Okay. (Picks up phone.) 


-BUZZ. What's this for? (Holds up a lime squeezer which he got 


from table.) 
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ping with her. 
BUZZ. Guess what ? 
TOMMY. Just a minute. (Puts hand over phone.) What? 
BUZZ. A lime-squeezer . . . 

TOMMY. I told you it was nuts. (Into phone.) I'm sorry I 
know when they'll be in . . . tell them Helene’s called ... of, 
Helene’s . . . okay . . . bye. (Writing in phone book.) 
Helene’s called. 

BUZZ. (Has wandered to card index file up L.) What's this? 
TOMMY. Oh .. . that’s the sheep and the goats. 

BUZZ. How come? 

TOMMY. Pink card you get into the church . . . white card you 
get into the house . . . the whole works . . . Miss Bellamy . . - 
you know Pop’s secretary—has been here two days trying to or- 
ganize. 

BUZZ. Hey! Where am I? 


TOMMY. The whole works, of course. 
Buzz. (Fingering through cards.) Ym not in the white cards. ! 
TOMMY. The heck you're not . . . my best friend . . . ! (TOMMY 


Starts mauling cards.) Now . . whaddya know—here you 
are in the pinks! Who did that? Who keeps putting all my friends 
into Church Only. (Withdraws pink card, tears it up and gets 
blank white card.) Well . . . I'm going to put you back in the 
house . . . don’t you worry . . . (Writes on white card.) 
BUZZ. Hurry . . . someone’s coming. 

TOMMY. (Writing.) Let them come . . . I’ve got some rights 
here... there . . . (Puts white card into file and torn pink 
scraps into his pocket.) 

BUZZ. Let’s scram .. . 

TOMMY. Oke! (TOMMY and BUZZ go out L. Off L. We hear THEM 
say “Hi, Ben, Hi, Peggy.” BEN and PEGGY enter L.) 

PEGGY. Oh! Ben! (Stares at gifts.) Aren’t they lovely? 

BEN. You like? 

pEGGy. Oh! My goodness . . . Yes. (Impulsively.) Oh, Ben. . . : 
I wich it was us! 

BEN. (Putting arm around her.) Me too, little one. It would be if 
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we didn’t have to eat three times a day. 

PEGGY. (Cuddling up.) When? 

BEN. As soon as | get that raise. 

PEGGY. Goody. (They embrace solemnly and break as doorbelt 

rings L. PEGGY darts toward gifts. DELILAH crosses R. to L.) I want 

a tea-set just like that . . . look at it, Ben. (BEN has wandered to 

card index file.) What are you doing? 

BEN. I was just looking something up while I think of it... 

(DELILAH enters L. with a stack of packages.) 

DELILAH. Mr. Ben . . . what ate you doing there? 

BEN. Nothing, Delilah . . . just looking. 

DELILAH. You know your father said NO ONE was to touch those 

cards but Miss Bellamy .. . 

BEN. I know. 

DELILAH. Well, all right . . . Excuse me, Miss Peggy . . . (Plops 

packages down and exits R.) 

PEGGY, What are you doing? Ben? 

BEN. (Extracting several pink cards and substituting same number 

of white ones.) Just some people I put down for Church only that 

should come to the reception. (Pats pink cards in his pocket.) 

PEGGY. (Putting her-arm through his.) Oh! That! Oh, darling 
. it’s all so exciting . . . come look at this coffee pot. (Pulls 

him toward gifts.) It's beautiful. 

BEN. Infant! 

prccy. (Tragically.) What kind of coffee do you like, Ben? I 

don’t even know! 

BEN. Any kind. . . 

PEGGY. No. . . but drip . . . or percolator . . 

things like that. 

BEN. Silly! (Kisses ber.) Anything you make. Come on, I'll take 

you home. (Gives her a little shove and they wander off L.) 

PEGGY. (Just before they are off.) Don’t you think I can find my 

way next door alone? (BANKS ev/ers L., looking tired and carry- 

ing a briefcase. Calls “Hi.” No answer. Tries again, “Nobody 

home?” . . . Still no answer. Goes and sits on chair by phone, 

Starts reading phone messages. Reading:) Call Buckingham Ca- 

terers, Sam’s Store, Weisgold, Babette, Helene . . . (Puts hand 

to head and groans.) Who ate all these Babette’s and Helene’s and 

Colette’s . . . ? (He takes briefcase and goes to files. Removes 

wad of pink cards . . . slips them into his briefcase and substi- 

” tutes white cards. Door off u. slams. He jumps and hurries to 
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easy chair with his paper. Enter TOMMY L.) 

roMMyY. Hi, Pops. ‘@ 

BANKS. Hi, son. Where is everybody? 

TOMMY. Miss Bellamy’s upstairs and Mom and Kay will come 
home any minute with a scad of boxes talking about how their 
feet hurt . . . and they couldn’t find a thing! They phoned they 
might be late. (Door off L. slams.) 

BANKS. Since Kay is going to live in a house the size of a matchbox 
and spend most of her time with her head in the oven I don’t see 
why she has to have clothes for everything from a royal baptism to 


a Mardi Gras . . . (BEN enters L.) 

BEN. Hi! 

BANKS. Hi, son. (All three sit in silence for a moment.) 

TOMMY. Pop . . . women are awfully peculiar, aren’t they? 
BANKS. Yes. They are. (Another rather depressed silence.) 

BEN. What's wrong? Oh . . . I know, the phone isn’t ringing. 
( Pause.) 


BANKS. Buckley ought to be here. 

TOMMY. Why? 

BANKS. Sort of a male mourners’ bench. (Pawse.) 
BEN. Have you got any buttons on your shirts? 


BANKS. No. 
TOMMY. Me, either. (Into their silence bursts the cry of the 
phone.) 

BEN. (Going to it.) We're off again . . . Hello . . . who is it? 


. . . Sam’s Liquor Store. . . justa minute... Pop... 
BANKS. (Heaving himself up with a groan.) Hello, Sam. Yes. . . 
I've thought it over. No . . . the heck with imported champagne 
. . . [want American . . . You'll give mea BARGAIN for forty- 
five dollars a case? . . . Now listen, Sam . . . I’m an old customer. 
I’m not a big customer and I’m not a millionaire but I’ve been 
buying from you for twenty years . . . How many cases will I 
need . . . six? SIX? Six cases at forty-five a case . . . My gosh, 
Sam... Well if you can’t do any better you can’t... Yes... Tl 
take it . . . That’s definite. . . Okay, Sam. (Hangs up, starts 
calculating on phone pad.) 

BEN. Two-seventy . . . (Street door slams off L. Babble of wom- 
EN’S voices off. Both Boys brighten visibly. BANKS frowns at his 
figures.) 

BANKS. Almost three hundred dollars! (MRS. BANKS and KAY en- 
ter L. much according to TOMMY’S prophecy—laden with flat 
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boxes and shoe boxes and hat boxes and have a look of tired 
triumph.) 


pry ee: KAYSHI! Everybody . . . Hi, Pops. 
BANKS. Hello, Kitten. 


MRS. BANKS. My! It’s good to be home . 
.. . (She gives BANKS a peck.) 

i¥>Oh! My feet! (Drops her boxes into a chair and takes off 
thoes.) 
MRS. BANKS. My gracious . . . the walking we've done! (Sinks 
into another chair, still holding all the boxes on her lap. TOMMY 
lifts them from her and sets them down.) 

TOMMY. What did I tell you? And you didn’t find a thing, did 
you? 

MRS. BANKS. Where's Miss Bellamy ? 

BANKS. The phone drove her upstairs . . . I just got here myself. 
TOMMY. What I don’t understand is . . . when you try to close 
Kay’s closet you can’t . . . it’s too full . . . and she and Mom go 
on and on buying. . . 

MRS. BANKS. Tommy . . . you don’t understand. 

TOMMY. I said J don’t understand, didn’t 1? 

AYYThose are old clothes, Tommy . . . O-l-d! 

BANKS. My check-book says some of them are about six months 
old. . . lagree with Tommy . . . I don’t understand. . . 

BEN. Poor girl hasn’t a thing to put on! 

AD. Pops . . . you wouldn’t want me to get married and go 
about in clothes everybody has SEEN and SEEN, would you? 
BANKS. Why not? The things you have are very becoming . . . 
4EARX (Despairing.) Oh, DEAR! Mother, explain tohim. . . 
TOMMY. How can you explain? A girl has a closet full of clothes 
and she goes and buys another closet full of clothes! You can’t 
explain that! 

BANKS. If they were old, that I could understand . . . 

&KAY. But I’ve worn them, Pops, don’t you see? 

BANKS. No... frankly. ..Idon’t... 


. . How are you, dear 


KAY. Mom, can’t you make him understand? 


TOMMY. How can anybody understand a thing that makes no 
sense! 

MRS. BANKS. Now, stop it, all of you. When a girl gets married 
she starts a new life, and part of her new life is new clothes . . . 
TOMMY. You mean if she had on the same pair of shoes it 


* wouldn’t be a new life? 
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can't explain... 

Tommy. I don’t get it! 

BANKS. I get it. The thing is barbaric again . . . with the chief’s 
daughter go three yoke of white oxen, five trunks of rare silk, a 
hundred of the best sheep and a barrel full of beads. . . 

CKAY? No, Pops, it’s NOT that. . . 

BEN, It’s that the chief's daughter is a rare jewel, untouchable. . . 
she goes to her new life, new and pure and pristine. . . 

GAY? (A cry for help.) Mom . . . make them stop! 
MRS. BANKS. All right, Ben . . . it’s that, ina way . . 
are all to leave Kay alone. . . she’s tired. . 
to buy a few little things . . . 


. and you 
. and she has a right 


~ TOMMY. (Indicating packages.) A few little things! 


AVIKAY- Okay. I'll take them all back . . 
~ Y) 
Vee 


. I'l take them all back 


tomorrow. . . 

BANKS. (Getting up, patting KAY'S head.) Kitten . . . buy what 

you need . . . but don’t expect your male relatives not to flinch 
. . And don’t forget . . . I’m just a minor chief . . . not a 

great big chiet™y.). Be merciful. . . 

cKAY. Oh! Father . . . I’m not spending an awful lot. . . really 


Tminoty.a 
BANKS, I want you to have everything you want. (KAY jumps up, 


throws arms around him.) ( eo =) | as 
~P Bliss ) love. — £4 f 
&KAY~Pops you're a lov 4 Jd i a 


BANKS. (Close to tears.) So ate you, darling. 
MRS. BANKS, Stanley . . . will you please do mea favor . . 
this minute... 

BANKS. What favor, Ellie? 

MRS. BANKS, Go and try on your cutaway . . . If it has to be altered 
you can’t wait any longer. 

BANKS. It will fit. 

MRS. BANKS, Stanley . . . you haven't had it on for twenty years. 
BANKS. I know, but. . . 

MRS. BANKS. Well, try itand find OUT. . . 

BANKS. You fuss so, Ellie. . . (But he goes off L.) 

MRS. BANKS. And Kay, darling . . . you must open some more 
presents. Look at this room. 


. now, 
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¢KAY) Oh. Mom . . . my feet! 
MRS. BANKS. I know . . . but the boys will help you. Ben . . . 
you help her open, and Tommy . . . you take boxes down cellar. 


<KAY I'm afraid to open them . . . honestly . . . (Crosses to 
Stack, BEN follows with his pocket-knife. TOMMY starts collecting 
dress boxes and tissue paper. KAY unwraps first one.) Oh. My 
Heavens! It’s a tray. 

BEN. How many trays? 

CKAY>Eleven! 

TOMMY. (Crossing with arms full of boxes, exits L.) You could 
Open a tea room! (MRS. BANKS is busy moving things on table to 
make space.) 

MRS. BANKS. I don’t know where we're going to put any more. 
Don’t lose the card, Ben. Where’s my book? Oh. . . here 
. . (Picks it up.) Who is it? 


D \P\BEN. The Carrols. 


> (Writing.) The Carrols . . . What's it got on it, Ben? 
(Stops cutting string on next box and cranes neck at tray.) 
BEN. White roses and some birds on black lacquer. (BEN hands it 
to MRS. BANKS. ) 
MRS. BANKS. Where shall I put it? 
KAY (Writing.) White roses and birds on black lacquer. You 


Open . . . go on, Ben. 

BEN. (Unwrapping.) Highball glasses—a dozen. The Jones’. 
(TO appears empty-handed from off R.) 

(KAY) glasses! 


BEN. Sorry, lady. 

&AY¢Grimly writing.) The Joneses. 
TOMMY. (Reading over her shoulder.) Three dozen old-fashioned 
glasses, two dozen glass muddlers, four dozen highball glasses, 
three cocktail shakers . . . two martini stirrers, decanters, bottle 
openers, jiggers . . . Holy Mackerel . . . it looks like the props 
for the LOST WEEKEND. 
BEN. All they forgot was two strait-jackets. 

2 Oh . . . Don’t! Isn’t it too awful? 

MRS. BANKS. (Arranging like mad.) Glasses look so pretty in the 
store! 

TOMMY. Buckley doesn’t drink, does he? 

CKAY? No, Tommy. 

TOMMY. Maybe they think you do? 

MRS. BANKS. Oh! Tommy! 


BZ 


TOMMY. I think it’s funny! (Giggles.) 

BEN. Get to work, little man, get to work. More boxes for the cel- 
lar. (Loads up TOMMY, who goes off R. Phone rings. BEN goes to 
answer it.) Hello, who is it? Buckingham Caterers? You've called 
three times before? (To MRS. BANKS.) Mom! (On phone.) Just a 
minute, please. (To MRS. BANKS.) Mom! It’s Buckingham cater- 
ers. Ever hear of them? 

MRS. BANKS. Yes, dear. (MRS. BANK makes wild motions behind 
BEN’S back toward card index. KAY looks blank.) 

BEN. (On phone.) What did you say? I’m sorry, the connection’s 
bad, I can’t hear you. (MRS. BANKS again nods at card index. 


KAY mouths “What?” MRS. BANKS points to her bag and back to 


card index. KaY gets point, picks up MRS. BANKS’ handbag and 
wanders innocently to card index. BEN does not turn again, and 
while he talks KAY removes another wad of pink cards and substi- 
tutes white ones.) 

BEN. Yes . . . Now I can hear you. . . ’'msorry . . . What 
was it you wanted? Your representative will be in our neighbor- 
hood within the hour and you want to know if he can stop in as 
long as he’s right here? Just a minute. (Half turns dnd Kay pre- 
tends to be fussing with her hair.) Mom . . . do you want them to 


stop in? 
MRS. BANKS. Why . . . they were recommended by . . . my 
goodness . . . who was it? Oh dear! 


BEN. But do you want them to stop in? (Into phone.) Just a 

minute. 

MRS. BANKS. But that depends on who recommended them! 

BEN. But, Mom, I have to say something! 

MRS. BANKS, Oh! It was Sally. Yes, dear . . . ask them to stop in 
. she said they were wonderful at little Sally’s wedding and 

very cheap . . . (Kay has finished her dirty work and is elabor- 

ately innocent. TOMMY re-enters R.) 

BEN. Yes . . . please ask your representative to stop in. Not at 

all. Goodbye. 

TOMMY. Mom. . . Ican’t get any more stuff i the cellar. 

MRS. BANKS. W/y will your father insist on saving all the cartons! 

BEN. Oh! They'll come in handy! 

KAY? Oh! Ben . . . we can hardly move, there’s so much trash 

around now. 

MRS. BANKS. Well, we'll just have to stack better in the cellar . . . 

(Picks up paper and string.) 
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TOMMY. Oh, Mom! . . . It’s stacked now! (MRS. BANKS straight- 
ens up a little and folds fis: sue-paper neatly. BANKS enters L. in his 
cutaway, which is a snug fit. He has not changed his shirt. Ev- 
ERYONE freezes to admire him.) 

MRS. BANKS. STANLEY! 

BANKS, (Quickly.) What's wrong? 

MRS. BANKS. Nothing, dear. You look WONDERFUL! 

kay.\ Walking around him.) You look so pretty, Pop! 

BANKS. (Walking to mirror on wall near 1. door.) 1 do? 

MRS. BANKS. It looks as though you'd bought it yesterday! 
TOMMY. Heck! He looks like a movie actor! 

BANKS. (Turning to see all angles.) Not bad for a man of 
forty—hm! 

MRS. BANKS. I never dreamed you could get into it. You look so 
worldly! 

BANKS. Do I, Ellie? 

BEN. Fine figure of a man! 

MRS. BANKS. REALLY . . . you do look like a movie actor. 
BANKS. Oh, Ellie! (Starts to throw himself into an armchair. MRS. 
BANKS makes involunatry gesture.) 

MRS. BANKS. No .... don’t... (He stops half way.) Vd be a little 
careful sitting down. I think you should do it—gently. Of course, 
it won't matter because you'll be standing all the time in the 
church, and here too. 

BANKS. (Easing himself down slowly.) It’s all right! 

MRS. BANKS. I’m sure it is, but I'd be careful . . . just about sitting 
down too fast. I’m proud of you, Stanley. 

BANKS. (Happily.) I guess I’m not as old as I thought I was! 
MRS. BANKS. Of course you aren’t. (KAY sits on arm of his chair, 
admiring him.) Now, boys . . . Come downstairs with me. We 
have to make room for more trash! 

BOTH Boys. Oh! MOM! 

bis BANKS. (Going.) Come on! (They follow R. groaning and 


aay Carefully pushing BANKS’ hair into finger waves.) Will you 
miss me, Pops? 

BANKS. Don’t let’s talk about it, Kitten . . 
happy! 

KAY) You're so sweet, Pops. I’m going to miss you horribly. 
BANKS. No, you won't. But thanks, anyway. (Short pause.) Love 
me? 


. if you're happy, I’m 
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‘KAY)Um-m. You're the nicest father anyone could have. 
BANKS. Thanks, darling. (Short pause.) Listen, Kitten, I've got 
an idea. 
(RAY Good! Let’s have it. 
BANKS. I don’t know whether it’s good or not. And for Heavens’ 
sake don’t tell your mother. 
AY. Of course not. What is it, Pops? 
BANKS. Maybe I shouldn’t say anything? 
(KAY) Oh! Come on. . . you can’t oe ii now. 
BANKS. Okay! Here it iS Eis 
<AWell? GIVE... bow 
BANKS. I'll give you and Buckley fifteen hundred dollars to elope. 
aKAY? You re kidding! — 
BANKS. It’s cheap at the price. I'm not kidding! Do you remember 
Buckley and that little ivy-covered chapel and you just walk in 
hand in hand in what you have on? (KaY gets up and moves 
away, iving BANKS a long searching look. Y f 
4 eos roitbet cae oe | SW Conley 
BANKS. I’m sure Buckley would be crazy about the idea. 
CRAY (Suspiciously.) You didn’t suggest it to him? -— 
BANKS. No . . . but I’m sure he’d like it. 
(KAY wouldn't suggest it to him if I were you, Pops. X th Lit i 
BANKS. Why, Kitten ? 
GAY? L think it might . . . well. . 
BANKS. How about it, my dear? 
KAY> (Smiling gaily as though she disbelieved the whole thing.) 
You know you're just kidding . . . Fifteen hundred dollars! 
(She comes back to arm of his chair.) 
BANKS. I am not kidding! La 
CKAY> Then you must be out of your mind! SS 
BANKS, You think it’s too much, or too little? 
CRAY. Oh . . . darling, it’s not that... 
BANKS. What then? 
KAY Why, you know Mom would die if I didn’t have a wedding. 
BANKS. I think I could manage your mother. 
KAY. I guess I'd die, too, Pops. It wouldn’t seem like getting 
married! 
BANKS. You'd die, too! . . 
idea I had. 
(KAY> (Kisses top of his head.) Thanks, anyway. 
BANKS. (Embarrassed.) I guess I better see how Miss Bellamy is 
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. upset him. 


. Well, forget it, Kitten. It was just an 


getting along . . . (He starts out L. as MRS, BANKS and BEN en- 
ter R.) 

MRS. BANKS. Where are you going, Stanley? 

BANKS. To see Miss Bellamy. 

MRS. BANKS. You'd better change your pants. (BEN sinks into 
chair and takes up a magazine.) 

AY) Oh! No . . . Mom. Let him stay that way—he’s so pretty. 
BANKS. The pants are all right, Ellie. (Continues out a) 

RAY (Lying back in her chair.) 1 don’t think I can do another 
thing! 

MRS. BANKS. (Falling into chair.) Nor I! 

BEN. This place is like Grand Central Station, lately. People mill- 
ing around. You can’t even read. 

MRS. BANKS. I know, dear. (Long pause in which everyone sighs 
and relaxes.) 

AD (Wiggling her toes.) Mom . . . do your feet hurt? 

MRS. BANKS. Yes, dear.—I hope Tommy is stacking those boxes 
the way I showed him. 

BEN. Relax, Mom . . . (MRS. BANKS rests her head and they all 
Sigh, MISS BELLAMY comes in L., with list in her hand and as- 
Sorted pink and white cards.) 


MISS BELLAMY. Excuse me. Mr. Banks wants the final figures on’ 


the list, and I always believe in check and double-check . . . so 


MRS. BANKS. Come in, Miss Bellamy. I’m sorty the telephone 
bothered you before . . . it can’t be helped. 
MISS BELLAMY. (Crossing to files.) On such a joyous occasion 
. . what isa telephone . . . Lalways say... ? (Starts pulling 
out drawers and is very intent. MRS. BANKS and KAY exchange a 
long guilty look. BEN looks equally guilty.) 
CKAY> (Eyes on MISS BELLAMY’S back.) Mom. . . wonder... 
(Searches for something to talk about. Her eyes travel to boxes.) 
I wonder if I should have got the blue dress instead of the green 


ptint . . . (BEN, also watching MISS BELLAMY over his magazine, 
1s elaborately pretending to read.) 
MRS. BANKS. (Watching, too.) Blue dress . . .? 


KAD, (Getting up.) You know . . . with the high neck in front 
and all the gathers here. (She pantomimes.) 

MRS. BANKS. (Sill watching MISS BELLAMY.) Oh! Yes! THAT 
ONE. 


RAYS You know . . 


- we couldn’t decide between that and the 
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. (KAY Starts tearing open boxes.) 
MRS, BANKS. (S¢ill very distrait.) Oh! That’s right. ..no... 


green print. . 


we couldn’t decide . . . could we? (Miss BELLAMY is very ob- 
viously counting cards in pink file. KAY, after opening two other 


boxes and strewing tissue paper about, opens a third and shakes 40 

: ; Ni jo nA 
out the green print.) ; ie 
KAY. h.wonder if we should have got the blue. . . ? a pot £2, 
MRS. BANKS. I really don’t know, darling ...1.. . I don't isa a 
think it DID much for you. . . os 
KAY)MOM . . 


. You're not paying attention. (Molds the green on 
dress to her figure.) Concentrate. (MRS. BANKS fears her eyes from ‘ 
MISS BELLAMY’S rigid back and looks at KAY. KAY shakes head a f 
violently and MRS. BANKS obediently turns her back on MISS BEL- 4 Aj 
LAMY, and devotes her eyes and mind to green dress.) 

MRS. BANKS. To tell you the truth I thought the blue one was a 
little old and this one seemed more YOU . . . I think it’s perfect. 
sKAYDBut does it look MARRIED? 

BEN. (From his magazine.) Oh! My gosh! 

MRS. BANKS, It’s you that will look married, dear . . + not the 
dresses. (MISS BELLAMY closes drawer of file with a bang. 
Silence.) 


MISS BELLAMY. (Very ominously.) Mrs. Banks . . . would you 
be good enough to send someone to get Mr. Banks? 
MRS. BANKS. Why, yes . . . Miss Bellamy . . . Ben, would you 


tell your father, please? (BEN all but runs from the room 1.) 

MISS BELLAMY. I think, perhaps . . . the whole family . . . 

MRS. BANKS. Ben. (He stops at L. door.) Tommy, too, dear... 

(He goes out L.) Is there . . . is there . . . something the mat- 

ter, Miss Bellamy ? 

MISS BELLAMY. I would prefer to give my report direct to Mr. : vy 

Banks. . + Aa ik LY 

MRS. BANKS. Oh, dear! (A éerrible silence.) Win 

KxY(Timidly.) Do you like my dress, Miss Bellamy? — _/\ 

MISS BELLAMY. (Unbending.) Very chick. 

MRS, BANKS. It’s been . . . warm. . . today, hasn’t it? 

MISS BELLAMY. (With no inflection at all.) Quite unseasonable. 

MRS. BANKS, It’s this kind of weather when one catches colds so 

easily, I think. (No response.) My poor mother always used to 

say one has to be so careful. (No response.) Doesn’t one? I mean 
. . [am sure she was right. (No response. BANKS and BEN and 

TOMMY file in L. in the manner of three murderers.) 
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MISS BELLAMY. (17 the voice of Bernhardt.) Mr. Banks! 

BANKS. Yes, Miss Bellamy? 

MISS BELLAMY. How many years have I worked for you, Mr. 

Banks ? 

BANKS. Why, Miss Bellamy . . . why . . . twenty years. 

MISS BELLAMY. Twenty-two years and eight months, Mr. Banks. 

BANKS. IS it really? 

MISS BELLAMY. Have you found me satisfactory ? 

BANKS, Satisfactory—I couldn’t get along without you . . . you 

know that. 

MISS BELLAMY. You have found me methodical and efficient? 

BANKS. Of coutse. 

MISS BELLAMY. You have never found me to be a fool? 

MRS. BANKS, Oh! My goodness . . . 

BANKS. Miss Bellamy . . . you are ill? 

MISS BELLAMY. (Practically in tears.) 1am not ill. Mr. Banks. . . 

I wish to resign. 

BANKS. Oh, NO! Miss Bellamy . 

saying ? 

MISS BELLAMY. I am saying merely that I wish to resign my posi- 

tion as your secretary, Mr. Banks. 

BANKS. But WHY ? 

MISS BELLAMY. Because I have failed. I cannot do this job. 

BANKS. OH! Miss Bellamy . . . now let’s talk it over. 

MISS BELLAMY. (In a strangled, controlled voice.) When you 

asked me . . . two daysago. . . to leave my desk in your office to 

help with the list of wedding guests, I was honored. I was with you 

when your daughter was born, and it seemed only just I should 

have my little part in helping with her wedding. 

MRS. BANKS. (Gong to her.) But, of course, Miss Bellamy . . . 
t’s sweet of you to feel like that. . . 

MISS BELLAMY. I came here in all happiness and peace to do my 

bit, but, Mr. Banks, these are the facts: when I arrived you had a 

list of four hundred and seventy—(She is now frankly crying, 

and blows her nose.) Seventy-two. There was a list of just forty 

invited to “Church Only.” All the rest were listed for the “Recep- 

tion.” The first day, following your directions, I spent an hour 

with each member of the family. We cut out a hundred and 

twenty-five people altogether. That brings the grand total down to 

three hundred and forty-seven, leaving only forty-seven people to 


. . please . . . what are you 
P y' 


eliminate. 
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BANKS. Good girl! 
MISS BELLAMY. Yes . . . I was pleased, Mr. Banks. That left the 
problem largely one of who belonged in the church and who be- 
longed at the Reception. You follow me? 
BANKS. Yes . . . yes. 
MISS BELLAMY. The next day I moved the Garden Club from the 
house and into the “Church Only” . . . and the Boy Scouts and 
your Bridge Club and Miss Kay’s friends from Secondary School. 
This morning I moved forty more from the house to “Church 
Only” and I went on shaving the list. At four o'clock this after- 
noon I checked. I had a hundred thirty-five pink cards in the 
“Church Only,” and one hundred eighty-two white cards in the 
“Reception.” I had only thirty-two surplus in the House to get 
rid of to make your top figure of three hundred in the Church and 
one hundred fifty in the House. 
BANKS. I knew you could do it! 
MRS. BANKS. That's fine! (MISS BELLAMY eyes them all as though 
they were criminals.) 
MISS BELLAMY. I have just recounted, Mr. Banks. Eighty people 
who were in “Church Only’ have got back into the House when 
my back was turned. 
BANKS. Well . . . by—! 
MISS BELLAMY. (Ominous.) The cards have been changed! There 
is a state of Civil War in your home, Mr. Banks. I wish to resign. 
I cannot function in a state of Civil War. I am not Abraham Lin- 
coln. . . although Isay . . . with him. . . “A House divided 
against itself cannot stand” ... (Swiffling, but with great dig- 
nity she sweeps from the room and slams door UL. Silence.) 
BANKS. (The district attorney.) Who has moved eighy people 
from “Church Only” to the reception? (ALL maintain a guilty si- 
lence.) These poor souls did not walk out of the Church and into 
the House themselves . . . Now . . . it was distinctly under- 
stood no one was to touch the files. (Pazses.) 

think it’s terrible card-indexing our friends. I hated it in 
the first place. I don’t think it’s any of Miss Bellamy’s business 

. and that isn’t the point, anyway. 

BANKS. (Ominously.) Oh, it isn’t? 
KAY No, it isn’t. And I think it’s an insult to ask people to 
“Church Only.” It’s worse than not asking them at all. You might 
just as well slap their faces. 
BANKS. How many people were on the original list, Kay? 
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“KAY Well, I know, Pops, but . . . that was just silly ... . every- 


BANKS. There were four hundred and seventy-two. Do you wish 
them a// at your reception? 
h 


-ho...no...no.. . I want about fifty—I keep 
telling you . . . you miss the point! 
BANKS. (Very sarcastic.) What is the point, my dear? 
KAY)~(Desperate.) The point is . . . Who said there could be 


three hundred at the church and a hundred and fifty at the house 
. without even asking me? 

BANKS. Your mother and I, Kay! 
RAY But why? 

BANKS. Because the church will hold three hundred and the house 
will hold a hundred and fifty! Somebody had to be definite! Every 
time we talk about it, you just get angry and rush out of the 
room. 

palo do I want with the Garden Club and your Bridge Club 
and the Boy Scouts and probably a lot of your clients? . . . It’s 
not fair. 

BANKS. You and your mother want a very small wedding to 
which everyone is asked. This 75 not possible! 

&AYD~(Beginning to shout.) You don’t have to talk to me as 
though I were an imbecile! 

BANKS. I am forced to talk to you as though you were an imbecile, 
because this is not possible! 

AY, (Yelling.) My list wasn’t big at all! It was fifty! 

BANKS. (Yelling.) And how many have you added since? 

MRS. BANKS. (Meek&ly.) We did add just a few cards, Stanley: 
people who really must come. 

BANKS. At least your mother has the courage of her convictions. 
Be realistic, Kay. 

KAY)( Yelling.) Lam! 

BANKS. (Yelling.) You say your list wasn’t big. I bet by now it’s 
twice fifty! Have you counted ? 

AY No, butI.. . 
BANKS. But you've put in a card whenever you felt like it. 

AD. (Wringing hands.) But I keep thinking of people who'd 
never forgive me. 
BANKS. Don’t we all? 


MRS. BANKS. (Timidly . . . no one listens.) Stanley, dear. . . 
KAY (Pounding her fists.) But it's my wedding! 
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BANKS. (Ominous, calm.) It may be your wedding but your 
mother and I have lived here ever since we got married, and the 
boys all their lives . . . we all have friends. We all have the same 
trouble that you-do: we keep thinking of people. 
(KAY™(Furious.) But it’s still my wedding! And you don’t ey % Y 
what you're doing! You're just making a mess of my whole life.!I-— \ L of 
thought weddings were supposed to be beautiful! I just don’t 
want anything more to do with it . . . that’s all. It’s too ugly 
and . . . and sordid! (With this impassioned speech Kay runs out 
L., and we hear her door upstairs slam. Everybody stares after her.) 
BANKS. Now . . . what... ? 

MRS. BANKS. I think it’s just nerves, dear. 

BANKS, Every time we talk about the wedding she has a tantrum! 
MRS. BANKS. I know . . . she’s very jumpy. I think perhaps it’s 
best to pay no attention. (BANK stares after KAY, then comes 
back to problem at hand.) 

BANKS. All right . . . your mother has confessed. Now. . . who 
else? (Pause, then TOMMY blurts out.) 

TOMMY. Well, who the heck put Buzz into “Church Only’? 
Golly! He’s my best friend. If I can’t have Buzz then I can’t have 
anybody! 

MRS. BANKS. Now, Tommy, what does a fifteen-year-old boy want 
with a reception? Everyone will be much older. 

TOMMY, Well, I’m a fifteen-year-old boy, too. You might as well 
say I can’t come! 

MRS. BANKS, But it’s your sister’s wedding! 

TOMMY, Well, Buzz is my best friend and he wants to come to my 
sister's wedding. What am I supposed to do? Stand around all by 
myself and have people tell me how much I’ve grown? 

BANKS. Concede Buzz. He’s just one. Call him moral support for 
Tommy «2 Now, Ben: ii). 

BEN. Okay, I changed a few. 

BANKS. So . . . Miss Bellamy is right. It zs Civil War. Now, lis- 
ten, you people are looking at this whole thing upside down. It’s 
not a question of how many you WANT. You must start with the 
houve. It is PHYSICALLY IMPOSSIBLE for more than a hun- 
dred and fifty people to get INTO this house! There’s no use ask- 
ing them. They can’t GET IN. The others have GOT to be 
“Church Only” or not get asked at all. Now... 

MRS. BANKS, But, Stanley, we know all that. y, 
BANKS. (Yelling.) You know it, but you keep putting poy 
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back in the reception. What am I supposed to do, call private 
detectives ? 

MRS. BANKS. You just let me see that list. I bet I can cut it down. If 
you'd let me do it in the first place instead of Miss Bellamy . . . 
(Marches over and opens white file.) Stanley Banks, here’s Harry 
Sparkman in the reception. We agreed last night the Sparkmans 
were Church Only. Boys! Your father has been in the files himself. 
TOMMY. A fine thing, after riding me about Buzz! : 
BANKS, Harry Sparkman is one of my most intimate friends! 

MRS. BANKS. How ridiculous! You never see him. 

BANKS. AND a very good client. 

MRS. BANKS. We never see them, and as for that dyed-haired 
woman I don’t care if I never have her in my house again. 

BANKS, (Still brooding, attacks MRS. BANKS.) Harry Sparkman 
asked us to 4is daughter's wedding, I want you to remember . . . 
and you were glad enough to go. 

BEN. The people I changed were Peggy’s cousins from Pittsburgh. 
Good grief—! . . . I’m going to marry Peggy, and you left out 
her cousins. 

BANKS, This list has to be cut to the bone. And zow. It has to go to 
the printer tomorrow! 

MRS. BANKS. All right. I guess your father’s right. (Takes cards 
hidden in her bag, goes to files.) Yll put all those people back in 
the Church, but only if you do the same, Stanley, and that means 
the Sparkmans. (BANKS gives her a dark look and goes for his 
brief-case. BEN and TOMMY turn out their pockets. MRS. BANKS 
accepts cards without comment and replaces them in pink file, 
withdrawing duplicates from white file.) 

MRS. BANKS. Good! There. Now, perhaps we can have a Jittle 
peace! (Doorbell rings. DELILAH crosses R. to L.) 

BEN. Who said peace? I’m going to scram. 

TOMMY. Me, too. 

BEN. (As they go out L. quickly.) It’s worse than Grand Central! 
BANKS. (Indicating his clothes.) Look at me. Anyone will think 
I'm crazy! 

MRS. BANKS. Probably more presents. Don’t worry! (DELILAH 
enters L. with card.) 

DELILAH. It’s a good-looking young feller. He wouldn’t come in. 
He made me bring his card. (Hands it to MRS. BANKS.) 

MRS. BANKS. What in heaven’s name? . . . Oh, of course. . . it 
the caterer about the reception. (Hands card to BANKS.) 
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BANKS. (Reading.) “Buckingham Caterers . . . Luncheons, 
Dinners, Buffets, Weddings and Lodge Meetings.” 

MRS. BANKS. Sally Harrison had him for little Sally's wedding. 
She was crazy about him . . . very reasonable, she said. 

BANKS. I can’t see him like this! 

MRS, BANKS. Ask him to come in, Delilah. Of course you can. 
Don’t be silly! 

DELILAH. Yes, ma’am. (DELILAH goes off L.) 

BANKS. Do we have to have one? 

MRS. BANKS. You don’t think Delilah can manage, do you? (DE4_/¢/ 
LILAH enters L. with MASSOULA and exits regarding him admir-\ 
ingly all the way out. MASSOULA is dark and handsome in a Latin % 
way and almost a hand-kisser he is so politely aggressive. He car- 
ries a large photograph album.) 

MASSOULA. Buckingham Caterers. Massoula’s the name . . . Sir 
. +» Madame. . . at your service. (Staring at BANKS.) Dress re- 
hearsal, I see. Very becoming. (BANKS says nothing. DELILAH off R.) 
MRS. BANKS. Thank you. It’s very kind of you to come, Mr... . . 
er cae irser aga 

MASSOULA. Massoula. Now, let me see . . . we wete interested in 
a wedding reception, I believe. 

MRS. BANKS. (Mee&ly, but looking at BANKS.) Yes, we wete. 
MASSOULA. (Opening his photo album) First, I'd like to get your 
idea about a wedding cake. Once the wedding cake has been es- 
tablished, Buckingham Caterers take over. (MR. and MRS, BANKS 
shrug helplessly, stare at each other.) 

MASSOULA. Now, here is a popular cake. This was served at the 
wedding of Brenda Santanya . . . youknow. . . daughter of the 
Princess Fraschini by her second husband. 

MRS. BANKS. Oh! (Both BANKS stare meekly at picture.) 
MASSOULA, That's one of Tommy Manville’s weddings . . . we've 
done almost all of them . . . good old Tommy. . . . Delightful 
person, isn’t he? 

MRS. BANKS. (Naively.) Is he? 
BANKS. (Clearing throat) Ours . . 
large reception. 

MASSOULA. Small and SEE-lect, I understand perfectly. (Dazzling 
smile to BANKS) 

BANKS. Just . . . well . . . just small . . . let’s say. 
MASSOULA, Well, then . . . let’s look at this one. 
BANKS. (Gaining courage.) And we don’t want a cake. 


. Outs isn’t going to be a 


BANKS. (Bellowing.) I say it won’t rain! (Another horrible si- 
lence. MASSOULA looks at JOE.) 

MASSOULA. Well . . . Joe . . . what do you say? 

JOE. (Shrugs hopelessly.) Small. 

MASSOULA. (With a sigh.) Yes. 

JOE. How many heads did you say? 

MASSOULA. Hundred and fifty! 

JOE. Chees! 

MASSOULA. (Staring around.) Circulation’s bad. 

JOE. I'll say. 

MRS. BANKS. (Placating.) Surely we can open all the windows? 
MASSOULA. What we mean by circulation is the guest flow from 
room to room. 

MRS, BANKS. (Blankly.) Oh! The guest flow. 

JOE. Death trap! 

JOE. (Goes to R. door, looks off.) Where does this go? 

MRS. BANKS. It’s just a pantry. 

MASSOULA. (Following JOE and looking off.) Small. 

JOE. Dark. (MRS. BANKS follows the men off R.) 

MRS. BANKS. I'll turn on the light for you. 

JOE. (Re-entering.) Never mind. I seen enough, lady. 
MASSOULA. (Re-entering.) You couldn’t get more than a hundred 
in this room! 

JOE. Squash like bugs if you did. 

MRS. BANKS. (Enters R., pleading.) I’m planning to take a lot of 
things up to the attic. . . we're going totake up the rug. . . 
JOE. (Stares reproachfully at MRS. BANKS.) Taking up the rug 
don’t give no more room. 

BANKS. (Furious.) All right . . . you don’t like our house! 
MASSOULA. MISTER Banks. . . 

BANKS. Have you any suggestions? 

MASSOULA. (Leaping into the breach, all set.) Yes, sit. I have. 
Even with the marquee you're going to be cramped. Joe, go out 
back and measure for a marquee. 

JOE. Oke! (He goes oui R.) 
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MASSOULA, Madam, the first thing is to clear this room of ALL 
furniture. 


MRS. BANKS. You don’t mean the big davenport and the arm- 

chairs? 

MASSOULA. I mean EVERYTHING! 

BANKS. Well, for Pete’s sake! 

MASSOULA. And that chandelier . . . could that be looped up or 

something? 

BANKS, It’s not rubber. 

MASSOULA,. It’s in the way. Get rid of it. Now these doors between 

the rooms . . . take them off. 

MRS. BANKS. What do you think I’ve got upstairs, a storage ware- 

house? 

BANKS. And who's supposed to get the stuff up there and down 

again? 

(MASSOULA throws open window R., sticks head out.) 

MASSOULA. Hey! Joe, how is it? There are too many bushes out 

here. We'll have to get rid of them. 

MRS. BANKS. Now don’t touch my Spirea! I planted it myself. 

(MASSOULA closes window.) You mustn't really touch my Spirea 
. it was just a little tiny bush . . . (No one pays any atten- 

tion to her.) 

BANKS. And you haven’t answered my question about the furni- 

ture? 

MASSOULA. It must all come out. 1 TOLD YOU, Mr. Banks. 

BANKS. Who takes it all out? 

MASSOULA. Our movers, Mr. Banks. Buckingham will take care of 

everything, sir. 

BANKS. (Really working himself up.) And for tearing down my 

house, pulling up my shrubs, banging around my furniture and 

taking care of everything, how much will Buckingham charge me? 

MASSOULA. It will be trifling, sir. Trifling . . . and satisfaction 

guaranteed. 

BANKS. No matter how trifling, I'd like some idea? 

MASSOULA,. It’s hard to say exactly, now. 

BANKS. PD LIKE SOME IDEA . . . NOW! 


MASSOULA. Say . . . approximately three seventy-five a unit. . . 
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MRS, BANKS. A unit? 
MASSOULA. A head, if you prefer... . a person . . . plus corkage 
. . . plus incidentals . . . 

BANKS, I don’t like incidentals! 

MASSOULA. Nothing, my dear sir, nothing. I assure you. I promise 
you. Shall we say it’s settled . . . June 10? It’s been a pleasure 
meeting you. (Takes MRS. BANKS’ hand.) Just leave everything 
to us, Mrs. Banks. Not a worry in your head. Buckingham will do 
all your worrying for you. (Shaking BANKS’ hand.) I’m sure you'll 
find we are reasonable and satisfactory, sir. ll just check on Joe’s 
measurements and be off . . . till the tenth, then. (MAssouLA 
exits L. before they can rally. MRS. BANKS flops into nearest chair. 
BANKS paces.) 

MRS. BANKS. I DID think the chandelier would be so pretty. 
BANKS. Plus corkage . . . plus incidentals . . . plus this. . . 
plus that . . . who told all these people I was a millionaire? 
(Each stews over his private worry.) 

MRS. BANKS. (Sighing deeply.) You don’t really think they will 
dig up my bush, Stanley? 

BANKS. Three seventy-five a unit! Ellie, have you multiplied that 
by a hundred and fifty? 

MRS. BANKS. Roughly yes, dear . . . you know I’m not very ac- 
curate without a pencil. 

BANKS. It’s robbery! 

MRS. BANKS, What can we do? 

BANKS. We can tell them to go to blazes! 

MRS. BANKS. Sally said they were the cheapest. 

BANKS. We can still tell them to go to blazes! 

MRS. BANKS. But, Stanley— 


BANKS. We can call that little twirp in . . . he and his circulation 
manager . . . and tell him to take Buckingham and. . . 
MRS. BANKS. Then what would youdo. . . ? 


BANKS. (Throwing himself down in another chair.) 

MRS. BANKS. Look out—! Your pants, Stanley! 

BANKS. We can’t do anything. That's what makes it so hard. (A 
long pause. Both sigh heavily, sit staring into space.) 


MRS. BANKS. Stanley, before I forget . . . I hope you'll go shop- 
ping with me this week. 
BANKS. (Wearily.) Now. . . what... ? 


MRS. BANKS. If we want it marked in time we've just got to pick it 
out this week. 
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BANKS. Pick what out? 


MRS. BANKS. Kay’s flat silver. 

BANKS. (Echoing dully.) Kay’s flat silver! 
MRS. BANKS. Her table silver! You know we give her her flat sil- 
ver and her linens ? 

BANKS. (Ominously.) Linen? 

MRS. BANKS. For an intelligent man you're very stupid, Stanley. 
Her sheets and napkins and towels . . . and all that. 

BANKS. Well, for the love of—! Doesn’t Buckley's family give 
anything but Buckley? 

MRS. BANKS. Don’t yell at me, Stanley. I didn’t invent these mat- 
riage customs . . . 

BANKS. Who did? Some cannibal chief . . . I don’t want any part 
of it . . . I don’t want anything to do with it! 

MRS, BANKS. Do you think I like it any better than you do? 
BANKS. Yes. I do. 

MRS. BANKS. (Near tears.) Now, Stanley. . . 

BANKS, All right, then . . . youdon’t. Look . . . it’s spring . 
Boy meets girl . . . you put a few lines in the paper saying 
plan to get married. Then it starts. 

MRS. BANKS. It will all straighten out, dear. 


gets you. The advertisers, the salesmen . . . 
MRS, BANKS. I know it’s confusing. 

BANKS. You get on a moving belt and you never get off again. 
Champagne salesmen, caterers, photographers, who's going to do 
the flowers, dressmakers, underwear people, baggage, eight 
bridesmaids, dresses for all them, silver, linen, presents . . . pa- 
per and boxes all over the house so you can’t sit down! Strangers 
barging in and out as though they owned you. The telephone cut- 


ting your brain into small pieces . . . and I’ve got no buttons on 
my shirts . . . not one! 

MRS, BANKS. Oh, deat! I’m sorry . . . I’ve been so busy. 

BANKS. They tear the house apart . . . throw the furniture out 
. . . pull off the chandelier . . . build marquees . . . Heaven 
knows how many people in a house that won't hold a hundred 
and fifty . . . insanity and financial ruin! 


MRS. BANKS. You mustn't be so upset, dear. 
BANKS. Upset? If I weren’t upset I’d be crazy! Then I'd be really 
crazy! Stanley Banks, producer of the Super-Colossal Performance 
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entitled “Wedding Bells.” Only I’m not a producer. I’m just a 
simple man with a pretty daughter who wants to marry a pair of 
shoulders. And look what’s happened to me! 

MRS. BANKS. Now, Stanley . . . 

BANKS. Don’t “Now Stanley’ me! 

MRS. BANKS. All right, dear, all right. 

BANKS. And don’t “All right’’ me, either! Let’s go see where 
they're going to put that blame marquee. 

MRS. BANKS. (To herself.) Oh! My poor feet—(He charges to- 
ward door L. with MRS. BANKS hobbling after him. They go out v. 
Stage is deserted for a moment. Doorbell rings, 2 long and 2 short. 
DELILAH enters R, Calls out through door L.) 

DELILAH. Miss Kay! 

KAYDYes? 

DELILAH. It’s Mr. Buckley. 

ae down. (KAY runs in L. a5 DELILAH goes fo L. a moment 
ajler. BUCKLEY enters L. KAY joins him near door, and holds his 
arm tight.) Oh! Buckley . . . it seems DAYS since I’ve seen you! 
BUCKLEY. (Very tense.) I know. There are always so many people 
and telephones and doorbells and things . . . Are you really alone? 
KAY (Very tenderly.) Yes, darling. 

BUCKLEY. (Searching his pockets.) Before I forget . . . I prom- 
ised Mother . . . It’s a note for you I was to give you the minute I 
arrived . . . here. . . (Holdnipogn) 

KAY,.Must I read it right away? 

BUCKLEY. No. . . no. . . it was only she was afraid I'd forget 

. . I forget things lately . . . And I can’t stay . . . She’s in- 

vited some cousins to dinner and she said I HAD to come. 
KA¥DAGAIN? 

BUCKLEY. It seems they have money or something . . . she’s dig- 
ging up relatives. She says she is thinking of us. . . they might 
be useful. 

AY Oh, DEAR! I did want you to stay to dinner. 

BUCKLEY. Kay . . . I wanted to talk to you. 

KAY What is it, Buckley? You act awfully peculiar . . . are you 
troubled about something ? 
BUCKLEY. Kay . . . (He is totally miserable.) 1 wanted to ask 
you something. es 
a Well, darling . . . what? 

BUCKLEY. (I agony.) Ican't . . . I can’t do it! 

KAY There's nothing you can’t ask me, Buckley. 
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BUCKLEY. (Like a man facing a fwing squad.) Darling . . . 
would you. . . Imean . . . couldn’t you pack your suitcase and 
come away with me right zow, this minute? 

«KAYDOh! NO Buckley. . . 

BUCKLEY. I mean . . . lots of people elope. There’s nothing 
wrong about eloping. We could go just anywhere. I’ve got the car 
outside. I’ve got the license. We could find someone to marry us 
tonight . . . You could just put a few things ina bag . . . and 
we could go. 

KAY) But . . . but . . . what happened, darling? 

BUCKLEY. (Starts pacing.) It’s just more cousins for dinner and 
more presents and more and more . . . (Points a trembling finger 
at presents.) What are we supposed to do with all those things 
they sent us? It looks like a fifteen-room house with five servants. 
We could just get married tonight and go somewhere nice for a 
few days and then go home to the little house, couldn’t we? 
KAYyDarling . . . let’s talk about it! 

BUCKLEY, (Pacing nervously, stopping before card index.) Kay, 
what is that thing that looks like a card index? 


KAY) It 7s a card index. 

ee It 7s a card index? What for? 

®AY>-The guests, darling . . . but it’s just to try and cut the list 
down, dear! 

BUCKLEY. A card index to cut it down! Kay . . . HOW BIG IS 
IT? 


&AY. But just temporarily . . . on paper. . . it . . . well, it got 

awfully out of control! Pop’s secretary is working on it. 

BUCKLEY. His secretary! Kay, tell me the truth. How big is it! 

KAYX(Very nervous.) Buckley . . . I tried and tried . . . you 

ask one person and then you don’t ask the second one and then 

you know the second one will be mortally wounded because you 

asked the first one and didn’t ask her . . . and it just keeps going 

like that . . . and you can’t stop . . . and everybody has so many 

relatives 22 

BUCKLEY. (Sternly.) Kay... 

KAY, (Stricken.) Yes, Buckley . . . ? 

BUCKLEY. How many? 

(KAY. (In a whisper.) Two hundred and something . . . I mean 
. . three handred and something. 

BUCKLEY. (Horror in his voice.) Three hundred and something! 

(Very solemn.) Is that all a promise means to you? 
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KAY .No . .. it isn’t, darling . . . 1 meant it when I promised... 
BUCKLEY. But not enough to keep it! 
&®AY. How dare you talk to me like that, Buckley Dunstan! I did 
my best to keep it... 
BUCKLEY. It’s the principle of the thing! How can I trust my 
wife if she starts off like that ? 
eKAY? Well, don’t trust me, then . . . it’s not my fault! 
BUCKLEY. You know you want it big . . . you really want it big 
. . » You're lying about it! 
KAY>I am not lying. I never said I wanted it small. I don’t care 
whether it’s big or small. I just want it simple and lovely. You 
were the one who wanted it small. 
BUCKLEY. You're cheating, Kay! 
KAY? I’m not cheating. I’m trying to have it the way you want it. 
BUCKLEY. It looks that way! Why, you wouldn’t care if there were 
a thousand people there. 
KAY All right . . . so I wouldn’t! Why should I? I’m not 
ashamed of getting married! I’m not ashamed of you! I don’t care 
how many people are there. 
BUCKLEY. You admit it! 
&AYOf course I admit it. But I wanted it to be the way you 
wanted it. And that’s more than I can say for you! And I tried and 
iseteau ayer 
BUCKLEY. How can anyone tell what you want? You say one thing 
one time and another thing another time. 
ayBuckley Dunstan, are you calling me a liar? 
BUCKLEY. I’m saying . . . 
A&APYNYou're calling me a liar! And you called me a cheat and a 
promise-breaker and you don’t love me! 
BUCKLEY. Kay . . . that’s not true! 
KAY It is so true! Well, I'll tell you something! I think you're 
selfish . . . Plenty of other men have had big weddings whether 
they wanted them or not. And I think you're a coward . . . and 
I've fought with my family . . . until I’m half dead! 
BUCKLEY. Oh! So now I’m selfish and a coward! 
&AYYes! And you needn't worry about how many will be at the 
wedding because there isn’t going to be any wedding! 
BUCKLEY. (Stunned.) Kay! 
AY { Picks up letter and throws it at him.) And take your moth- 
er’s letter! You read it! 
BUCKLEY. Kay, listen . . . for the last time! Will you marry me 
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now? Just as you are? 

Meax(Furious.) No. . . 1 won't! 

BUCKLEY. All right, then .. . have it your way. (He marches off 
L., Slamming door.) 

KAY. (Starting after him.) Buckley! (Stands facing door, then 
gives off a wail like a mournful siren. She hurls herself into an up- 
holstered chair, sobbing.) Oh! No! No! No! (Her hands before 
her face. After a second she runs to window RX. and looks out.) 
(To herself:) He’s gone! (Turns from window, walks over in 
front of card index. Stares at it hypnotically, her back toward audi- 
ence. MR. and MRS. BANKS enter L., talking, without seeing her at 


once.) 
MRS. BANKS. (Breathless.) I think we ought to tell Kay that the 
reception is all settled—Kay . . . there you are, darling. Your 


father has something to tell you. (Kay, /rance-like, looks at him 
blankly and back at card index.) 

RAYD(Flatly, tensely.) Have you, Father? 

MRS. BANKS. (Sharply.) Kay, what are you doing? . . . What's 
the matter? (She exchanges a bewildered look with BANKS.) 

CKRY> (Still in at flat voice.) Nothing, Mother. (BANKS gets up 
and stares at her, bewildered. KAY goes to card index, picks it up.) 
BANKS. What’s the matter, Kay, are you sick? What are you going 
to do with the card index? 

CRAY. (Fiercely.) Y'm going to burn it! 

BANKS. Have you gone crazy? Why? Why? 

KAY (Fiercely starts out L.) Because it’s ruined my life! (mR. and 
MRS. BANKS exchange a look of utter bewilderment.) 
BANKS. Kay, are you out of your mind? (KAY stops at his question. 
MRS. BANKS shakes head at BANKS and approaches KAY. Speaks in 
a gentle, forced-cheerful tone.) 

MRS. BANKS. Darling . . . your father made all the arrangements 
for the reception with Buckingham . . . I think it’s going to be 
lovely! (Kay looks at him blankly, clutching the cards. Her tone 
is the flat trance-like voice.) 
KRD (Speaking slowly.) But . . . there isn’t going to be any 
reception . . . 

BANKS. What? Why? Why? 

‘KA, (Same voice.) Because there isn’t going to be any wedding 
. . . (Starts to go out L. again.) 


MRS. BANKS. Kay . . . What are you saying? 
“KAY (Pausing, Ophelia-like.) Buckley's gone. (Continues out L., 
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in her trance.) 

BANKS. Oh! Good grief! What in the name of—? (BANKs claps 
hand to his head and starts to throw himself into his chair.) 

MRS. BANKS. (With a cry.) Stanley . . . be careful! 

BANKS. (Arrested in midair, startled by his wife's scream.) What 
is it, Ellie? 

MRS. BANKS. Your pants! 


QUICK CURTAIN 


ACT Ill 


SCENE 1 
The Same. 


Small table has replaced the desk and now has the telephone on it. 
Two armchairs and the Sofa form a semi-circle downstage. 


The next morning, about 9:30. The boys have left. Breakfast is 
over. BANKS 75 on stage, dressed, but looking as though he had 
had no Sleep. MRS. BANKS enters R., with a Steaming cup of coffee. 
She looks equally troubled. He takes coffee gratefully. 


BANKS. Thank you, Ellie! 

MRS. BANKS. I think I'll take another peek at Kay. 

BANKS. When did she finally get to sleep? 

MRS. BANKS. (Starting toward door L.) After the last time you 
called the hospitals—somewhere around six. 

BANKS. Don’t wake her, Ellie! 


MRS. BANKS. No. . . No. . . (Phone rings. MRS. BANKS Stops in 
doorway L., and waits.) 

BANKS. (Going to phene.) Hello. . .No. . . not yeu. note 
thing . . . (MRS. BANKS sti/l in doorway.) 


MRS. BANKS. Who? Who is it, Stanley? 

BANKS. (Hand over mouthpiece.) His mother again. 

MRS. BANKS. (Continues to go out L.) Oh! 

BANKS. No... No. . . Mrs. Dunstan . . . there’s no use calling 
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the hospitals again. I called them just a few hours ago and left both 

phone numbers . . . yours and ours. . . . You say it’s not like 

Buckley? He usually comes home when anything goes wrong? 

Well . . . perhaps this is a little different. Try not to worry. I 

know that sounds silly but he seems a sound lad to me. . . . Yes! 

Yes! The police have my number, too. His father called all the 

phone numbers he could think of. . . . No luck? Oh! Please, 

Mrs. Dunstan, don’t let yourself get hysterical. You what? Oh! 

You keep thinking he might be wandering around Jost . . . why? 

Oh! Amnesia . . . but he’s only been gone one night. (MRs. 

BANKS furns toward BANKS.) Please try not to worry. Yes, I will 
. . the minute I hear anything. (Hangs up. Says “Phew” to him- 

self and mops forehead with handkerchief. MRS. BANKS enters L.) 

MRS. BANKS. (Going to dining-table.) She’s asleep! 

BANKS. Good! (Picking up his cup.) Now my coffee’s cold. 

MRS. BANKS. I'll get yousome more. . . 

BANKS. No! Sit down, Ellie, for goodness’ sake. You've been on 

your feet all night. I've had too much coffee, anyway. (MRS. 

BANKS sits at table. They stare into space without speaking.) 

MRS. BANKS. What do we do now? 

BANKS. Wait . . . (Pawse.) Stanley . . . youdon'tthink.. . ? 

(She hesitates.) Buckley's not the type to do anything foolish. 

BANKS. Nonsense! (Phone rings again. They look at each other, 

hesitate. BANKS picks up phone but doesn’t lift receiver.) 

MRS. BANKS, Well, answer it, Stanley. 

BANKS. Keep calm, Ellie. 

MRS. BANKS. Answer it, answer it! 

BANKS. Hello! Well . . . Il be—! 

MRS. BANKS. What is it? Who is it? 

BANKS. Haven't you any more sense than that? 

MRS. BANKS. Stanley Banks . . . if you don’t tell me who itis. . . 

BANKS. What do I mean . . . ? (MRS. BANKS crosses to him and 

starts Shaking his shoulder.) It's Ben! 

MRS. BANKS. Ben! 

BANKS. I mean what I say! I should think you’d have mote sense, 

that’s all. 

MRS. BANKS. Let me talk to him, Stanley . . . (Takes phone from 

him.) No . . . there’s nothing the matter with Pop, dear. . . 

it’s just the suspense . . . we're keeping the phone clear for any 

word. I guess he thought it was some news. . . I did. . . . No 
. . don’t call any more, dear . . . we'll callyou.No...no.. 
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he’s not angry . . . just a little nervous. Goodbye, Ben. (Hangs 
up. They return to the two armchairs and stare at each other. 
Long silence.) 

BANKS. This is almost as bad as when Kay had appendicitis, 

MRS. BANKS, Yes! 

BANKS. What do people have children for, anyway? (Pause.) 
MRS. BANKS. Why don’t you go up and lie down, dear? 

BANKS. No... .no. . . (Pawse.) but you should. 

MRS. BANKS. I couldn’t. (MRS. BANKS automatically begins to tidy 
up. Re-arranges magazines and ash-trays and straightens picture 
on wall.) 

BANKS. Don’t fidget, Ellie. 

MRS. BANKS. Oh! I’m sorry. (She sits again. Tensely.) Y've got to 
do something. 

BANKS. Relax. 

MRS. BANKS. I can’t. (Pawse.) You don’t think you could call the 
hospitals again ? 

BANKS. They'll just think we are crackpots if we do. 

MRS. BANKS. Yes—lI suppose so. (Phone rings. MR. and MRS. 
BANKS exchange a worried look. He picks up receiver. Suspense 
Sets worse. Breathless.) Stanley— 

BANKS. (Pausing.) Hello? Who? Who is it you want to speak to? 
There's no Douglas here—no—this is 528. (Yelling.) Well— 
why the heck don’t you dial what you want? (Slams down re- 
ceiver.) Wrong number! How many times a day does some idiot 
dial a wrong number? It’s an outrage! 

MRS. BANKS. (Suddenly starting to sniffle.) Oh, dear! Oh, dear— 
BANKS, Ellie, don’t cry! 

MRS. BANKS. (Sviffling.) It’s just this waiting—it makes you so 
nervous. 

BANKS. (Going to her.) I know. Buck up, old girl! (Puts arm 
around her. She leans against him and sniffles less.) Don’t you 
start to crack up. (Doorbell rings. Two long, two Short.) 

MRS. BANKS. (Lifting ber head sharply.) That's Buckley's ring! 
Stanley . . . that’s Buckley! 

BANKS. Ellie . . . Let me talk to him alone, 

MRS. BANKS. What shall I do? Shall I wake Kay? 

BANKS. No. ..No. . . let her sleep. Let me talk to him. I know 
what I’m doing, Ellie. 

MRS. BANKS. (Doubifully.) All right, dear. (Bell rings again.) 
BANKS. Go upstairs. I’ll call you. (MRS. BANKS goes out L., BANKS 
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Jollowing her out. Reenters in a moment with BUCKLEY, who 
looks as though he'd been through the mill.) 
BUCKLEY. Mr. Banks. . . I T 


BANKS. Later, Buckley. . . . Have you had breakfast ? 
buCKLEY. No . . . sit. (BANKS goes to door R. and calls off.) 
BANKS. Delilah . . . a cup of hot coffee, please! 


DELILAH. (Off R.) Yes, sit! 
BUCKLEY. (Very tense.) Kay told you, did she? 


BANKS. Yes. . . some. . . she didn’t explain. j 
BUCKLEY. How could she? (Puts head in his hands, the picture 
of despair.) 


BANKS. We were worried about you, Buckley! Where were you? 
BUCKLEY. Driving. 

BANKS. (Genily.) Anywhere in particular? 

BUCKLEY. Just around and around. I don’t know where! (DELI- 
LAH enters R. with coffee.) 

DELILAH. (Emotional.) Mr. Buckley! 

BUCKLEY, (Like the first murderer.) Hello, Delilah. 
BANKS. Give him the coffee, Delilah. (She does so, bursts into 
fears, and rushes off R.) 

BUCKLEY. (Looking after her.) See? (Turns to BANKS.) Even 
Delilah knows ’'m no good. . . 

BANKS. Drink the coffee, Buckley. 

BUCKLEY. (Swallowing it mechanically.) How's Kay? 

BANKS. Asleep. 

BUCKLEY. (Swallowing more coffee.) Mr. Banks, I talked to Kay as 
if... asif she were . . . laccused her of things . . . Icalled her 
names. . . Icalled her a liar and acheat . . . I walked out on her! 
BANKS. (Calmly.) Why? 

BUCKLEY. Because she promised me . . . a long time ago—that 
there would be only fifty people . . . (He can’t go on.) 

BANKS. At the wedding? She did? So—that was why she was so 
upset ? = 

see Yes, and then I found out . . . and I accused her of de- 
ceiving me deliberately . . . (Puts head in his hand again.) 
BANKS. What made you change your mind, Buckley? 

BUCKLEY. (So earnest it is pitiful.) Mr. Banks, I gave Kay a letter 
from my mother and she didn’t open it and after we quarrelled 
she threw it at me and told me to read it myself . . . andIdid. ... 
somewhere in the middle of the night. 

BANKS. And... ? 
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BUCKLEY. It was my mother’s list of people she wanted invited 
. my friends! 

BANKS. My gosh! We forgot yowr list! 

BUCKLEY. (Hand over his face.) There were a hundred and 

thirty-five people on Mother's list . . . one hundred and thirty- 

five—(Pause.) Mr. Banks, why don’t you throw me out? 

BANKS. Because I find I like you, son. 

BUCKLEY. (W7th self-loathing.) You couldn't like me! 

BANKS. I find I do. Cheer up, Buckley . . . 

BUCKLEY. I accused Kay of making it bigger and bigger because 

she wanted a big wedding secretly, and she admitted it, Mr. 

Banks, but she said she tried to keep it the way I wanted it but she 


couldn’t. And I didn’t believe her and I insulted her . . . and 
then my own mother . . . (His head collapses into his hands 
again.) 

BANKS. Buckley . . . let’s say that there are certain things in 
which men and women don’t see eye to eye. . . (Pause.) Are you 
listening ? 


BUCKLEY. (His face buried.) Yes, sir? 

BANKS. Did you ever hear of a man who wanted a Big Wedding? 
(BUCKLEY'S head comes up, he looks at BANKS.) 

BUCKLEY. No, I didn’t! 

BANKS. There may be a few, but I never met one. (Pause.) And 
yet there are a lot of big weddings. I deduce from that that most 
women do want a Big Wedding . . . inchuding your mother, in- 
cluding Kay’s mother, and including Kay. 

BUCKLEY. But why? Mr. Banks. If I could only see why . . . 
BANKS. Now you've got it, Buckley . . . stick to that. . . “if I 
could only see why,” and to make it harder, half the time the 
women don’t know ‘why’ themselves. 

BUCKLEY, Do you know, Mr. Banks? 

BANKS. Sometimes do...now.. . it takes working at... 
(Pause.) You think of getting married as a very private thing. 
BUCKLEY. Yes . . . I can’t help it, I do, Mr. Banks. 

BANKS. You're wrong, Buckley. I'll tell you what's really happen- 
ing: you're being paraded in front of the tribe and you've got a 
great big sign on you ten feet square and the sign reads ‘This one 
is mine. Look at him and remember he is mine, and if he strays 
or is stolen he is to be returned to me! By tribal law he is to be re- 
turned to me.” : 

BUCKLEY. ([umping up and pacing.) Well, for gosh’ sake! That’s 
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awful! (Pazuse.) 
BANKS. (Gently.) Buckley, we do sometimes stray and get stolen. 
BUCKLEY. How can you say a thing like that! I wouldn’t any more 


do that to Kay . . . You've no right as 
BANKS. I know, son, (Drily.) but it does happen . . 
BUCKLEY. (Sitting down, weakly.) Yes . . . I guess it does. . . 


BANKS. And then there’s the other side of it. In case everyone 
should think the poor guy’s just a sucker, the bride wears a sign 
ten feet square, too, and it says, “Don’t feel sorry for him. Look at 
me. I’m beautiful. I’m worth it.” (Pause.) 

BUCKLEY. Do you really think it’s that ? 

BANKS. Yes. I do. 

BUCKLEY. (Rising, pacing again.) You mean that’s the way Kay 
thinks about it? 

BANKS. No! No! Buckley! She doesn’t think about it that way at 
all . . . but that’s the way she feels without knowing it . . . and 
it’s very confusing for her because she’s trying to please you, too. 
BUCKLEY. (Thinking hard and pacing.) 1 can see it would be con- 
fusing . . . and Iwas. . . I talked to her like a brute! 

BANKS. Why don’t we say you talked like a man and she talked 
like a woman, and neither one knew what the other was talking 
about! 

BUCKLEY. You don’t think ’m...Im... well... askunk? 
BANKS. (Laughing.) No. Just regulation! 

ae ee ie Seale Standing up very straight.) Do 
you think she’d see me? 

BANKS. No skin off your nose to try. . . (Calls L.) Ellie. . . Ellie 


MRS, BANKS. (Off L.) Yes, dear. 

BANKS. Would you ask Kay to come down? Buckley wants to see 
her. 

MRS. BANKS. I'll ask her. net 
BUCKLEY. (Pacing nervously.) Do you think it’s possible she 
might forgive me? 

BANKS. (Concealing smile, judiciously.) It's possible . . . yes. 
MRS, BANKS. (From off.) Stanley! 

BANKS, Yes, Ellie? 
MRS. BANKS. She’ll be right down. (BUCKLEY heaves a deep sigh 
and crouches in a chair, his eyes off u. toward door.) 

BANKS. So far so good! And I’m going for a walk. I’ve got a lot of 
telephoning to do at the corner drug-store. 
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DELILAH. You mean till it gets so tracked up I can’t do a thing! 
JOE. Listen, we'll be crawling in and out of here like a mess of 
fleas. You're in our way. 

DELILAH. Maybe you don’t think you're in my way? (Phone rings 
and simultaneously there is some terrible banging off. BANKS en- 
ters L. He is dressed for the wedding. Goes to phone. DELILAH 
keeps on polishing. JOE looks bitter.) 

BANKS. Hello . . . (Screaming.) Hello . . . just a minute, 
please..(To yor.) Will you tell them to stop that infernal racket. 
I can't hear a thing. (JOE goes to window R. after giving BANKS a4 
dirty look. DELILAH flounces off R.) 

JOE. (Calls off.) Hold it, boys. (Silence. ) 

BANKS. Hello! Oh! Aunt Harriet... No... I’m sorry I 
couldn’t hear you before. The men were hammering. What? You 
say something terrible has happened? What, Aunt Harriet? You 
can't find your dress for the wedding? But how. . . Here? . . . 
You couldn’t have left it here . . . Just a minute, Aunt Harriet 
.. . (Calls off toward L. at top of bis lungs.) Ellie! . . . Ellie! 
MRS. BANKS. (Way off L.) Yes, dear? 

BANKS. Aunt Harriet thinks she left her dress here. 

MRS. BANKS. She took it to the tailor—she was going to have it 
pressed. 

BANKS. (In phone.) Call the tailor shop, dear. Ellie says you were 
going to have it pressed. That’s right. No trouble at all. See you 
later. Goodbye. 

JOE. (To BANKS .) How am I supposed to put up a tent if the boys 
have to stop every time somebody's crazy aunt loses her dress? 
BANKS. (Very acid.) Will you kindly look at the weather? 

JOE. Okay . . . so the sun is shining! 

BANKS. We don’t want a tent. I told you before. It would be much 
pleasanter to be out on the lawn. 

JOE. Listen. You ordered a tent. You got to have a tent. I can’t 
change it. It’s in the contract. And besides, we took it away from 
somebody else. 

BANKS. (Holding head.) Then don’t bother me. I’ve got enough 
on my mind. (JOE puts head out window R.) 

JOE. Okay, boys! (BANKS, with a look of agony, starts off L. Phone 
rings again. BANKS stops in his tracks but makes no move to go 
to it, JOE regards BANKS, hands on hips.) You ain't going to 


_ answer? 


BANKS. What for? I can’t hear anything. 
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Jor. Look . . . this can’t go on, Mister. We got a job to do. 
BANKS. (Furious.) Is this any time to do it . . . two hours before 
the wedding ? Why didn’t you do it this morning? (Phone rings.) 
jor. We had the Broadhurst wedding this morning. 

BANKS. Is that my fault ? 

Jor. Okay . . . Okay! (Puts head out window R) Hold it, boys. 
(Hammering stops, BANKS crosses to phone and sinks into chair. 
It rings again as he picks it up, wearily.) 

BANKS. Hello . . . HELLO, Uncle Joe. . . . (Jor shrugs and says 
“Uncle Joe’ scornfully under his breath.) Yes . . . we're cet- 
tainly glad you made it. Ellie will be delighted. (Jor mouths “de- 
lighted” and taps his foot in impatience.) Yes, Kay’s fine. . . 
everyone’s fine . . . (JOE says audibly this time, “Fine and 
dandy.” BANKS glares at JOE.) Just a minute, Uncle Joe... . 
(Holds phone to Jor.) Would you like to speak to him? (JOE 
shrugs.) All tight . . . then let me... . (BANKS turns back to 
phone but RED and PETE enter R. They cross to chair BANKS is 
sitting on and stand one on each side regarding him.) 

Jor. (To RED and PETE.) Can’t you see the feller’s sitting on it? 
Take another piece. 

RED. We got the place fixed for this one. You think we got a lot 
of space up there? Lucky if we get it in. 

BANKS. I’m sorry, Uncle Joe . . . I didn’t quite hear what you 
said . . . (RED and PETE each take an arm of BANKS’ chair.) 

RED. Sorry, Mister . . . (BANKS rises and goes right on talking 
and they plod off with the chair. R.) 

BANKS. Oh! You don’t know how to get from town to Fairview 
Manor? Well . . . the easiest way is to take a taxi. 

JOE. Can’t you cut it short, Mister? 

BANKS. There aren’t any taxis? Well, there will be in a few min- 
utes, I’m sure . . . See you later . . . So long! (jor puts head 
out window R.) 

JOE. Okay, boys. (Banging starts again.) 

BANKS. (Yelling.) How long is that going to go on? 

Jok. Take it easy, Mister: till we get up the supports. You don’t 
want it to fall down, do you? 

BANKS. HOW LONG? 

JOE. Maybe five minutes. 

BANKS. Thank Heaven! (Throws himself on davenport. A new 
man comes in L. carrying a palm in a tub.) Who are YOU? 

TIM’s MAN. Who. . . ME? 
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BANKS. Yes, YOU! 

TIM’S MAN. I’m Tim’s Man . . . Tim’s Flower Shop. 

JOE. You couldn’t let us get the furniture out first? 

TIM’s MAN. You were supposed to have it out three hours ago. 
Jor. Well . . . we didn’t. 

TIM’S MAN. I got to make an artistic arrangement. | can’t wait any 
longer! (RED and PETE come back R. and lay hold of the arms of 
davenpott.) 

RED. Sorry, Mister. (BANKS jumps up nervously. RED and PETE 
plod off R. with davenport.) 

JOE. (To TIM’s MAN.) Look, bud . . . give us ten minutes. 
TIM’s MAN. I got two dozen palms to carry in. 

JOE. All right . . . all right . . . give us ten minutes and we'll 
carty in your palms for you. . . okay? 

TIM’S MAN. Okay. (DELILAH comes in R. She cries staring at pot 
and the muddy feet of TIM’S MAN.) 

DELILAH. Oh! Mr. Banks! . . . my floor . . . he’s got mud on 
his shoes! 

BANKS. I’m sorry, Delilah. (DELILAH mops madly.) 

JOE. Listen, could you get rid of her, Mister? I asked her to do 
that after... : 

DELILAH. It will be ruined AFTER. 

BANKS. Still, I think you better, Delilah. 

DELILAH. Oh! dear! (Exits R., almost in tears, Banging reaches a 
crescendo outside.) 

BANKS. (Holding his head.) I thought you said five minutes ? 
Joz. Any minute now. (Suddenly banging stops. Complete 
silence.) See? I told you! 


BANKS. (In quiet fury.) Now . . . will you tell me where Mas- 
soula is? 

JOE. He'll be here. 

BANKS. Today? My daughter gets married today . . . remember? 
In (Looks at his watch.) a little over one hour. 

Jor. Never mind the wisecracks, Mister . . . he'll be here any 
minute. 

BANKS. Buckingham Caterers . . . Satisfaction Guaranteed! (RED 


and PETE reappear R., get down on floor and start laboriously roll- 
mg up rug.) 

JOE. Take it easy, Red. You got it crooked. 

RED. I was rolling rugs when you was rolling rattles! 
“jog. Allright... allright . . . take it easy! (MASSOULA enters L. 
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Steps over the rolling rug.) 

MASSOULA. Mr. Banks . . . hete we are . . . a lovely day and all 
set! 

BANKS. (Stepping over'rug to confront him.) This is the most 
outrageous performance I’ve ever seen. An hour and thirty-five 
minutes before the wedding. 

MASSOULA. (Stepping over rug to look out window R.) Good! 
The marquee is ready . . . now everything will go like magic. 
(MRS. BANKS enters L. in a negligee, wild despair in her eye.) 

MRS. BANKS. Stanley! What are we going to DO? It’s getting later 
and later... 

BANKS. (Between his teeth.) That’s what I’m going to find out. 
MASSOULA. MISTER and MISSUS Banks . . . (They are standing 
in a group in middle of floor as rolling rug approaches them. MAS- 


SOULA places hand on his heart.) Trust Buckingham . . . it will 
go like magic . . . when you come back from the church all this 
will be forgotten . . . you won't believe it . . . (RED and 


PETE have reached them but stop and sit back on their heels, hyp- 
notized by his oration.) 1 have a truck at the door. There is every- 
thing in it that we need. I have trained hands to placethem. . . in 
aninstant...inasecond. . . when you come from the ceremony 
at the church and enter your home, music will be playing . . . this 
room will be a bower of flowers . . . the serving tables will gleam 
with white linens and shining silver . . . (Pantomimes all this.) 
waiters will be darting silently, smoothly among the crowd . . . 
corks will be popping and you will hear the soft hum of voices, 
(Pauses.) Buckingham never fails. (Dramatic pause. The BANKSES 
are silenced. JOE rallies.) 

JOE. Okay . . . fellers! (RED and PETE snap out of it and Mas- 
SOULA and MR. and MRS. BANKS step off rug as it rolls past them to 
far corner up stage.) 

BANKS. And what about our nerves . . . what about that? 

MRS. BANKS. Never mind, Stanley. 

MASSOULA. THANK you, Mrs. Banks. (Very firmly.) Come on, 
Joe. . . give them a hand. You'll excuse me? (Dashes off L. JOE 
shrugs and looks sullen but takes middle section of rug. It rolls 
quickly now, and when it is a long Sausage RED, PETE and JOE 
pick it up and go off R. MR. and MRS. BANKS are alone.) 

BANKS. How’s Kay? Is she nervous? 

MRS. BANKS. Mrs. Pulitski is working on her. 

BANKS. What! Is she still sewing on her wedding dress? 
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MRS. BANKS. Nonsense! Stanley, it was finished days ago. 

BANKS. Well, then. . . ? 

MRS. BANKS. Oh! It’s how the material falls . . . a tack here and 
a tack there . . . you wouldn’t understand. 

BANKS. I'll say! I’m getting so I don’t understand anything! 
MRS. BANKS. Where’s Tommy? He should be dressing. 

BANKS. Watching the tentmakers. 

MRS. BANKS. I’m going to get dressed. Ben’s in the bath-tub. . . 
I'll call Tommy. (Moves toward window x.) Tommy! Tommy! 
TOMMY. (Off.) Yes, Mom? 

MRS. BANKS. Come in, please, dear! (To BANKS.) Stanley . . . 
please try to find a place in one of the cars for Mrs. Pulitski. I want 
her to go to the church. 

BANKS. But, good gosh, Ellie . . . what for? 

MRS. BANKS. I want her to straighten Kay out before she starts up 
the aisle with you. 

BANKS, Straighten her out! Is she going to have the “Bends”? 


MRS. BANKS. Her veil and her train . . . now, Stanley... 

BANKS. Allright . . . allright . . . I'll try to squeeze her in some- 
where. . . (TOMMY enters R.) 

TOMMY. Hey! That’s quite a carnival they've set up out there. 
MRS. BANKS. Tommy . . . I want you to go upstairs and wash and 
dress this minute. 

TOMMY. Oh, Mom!.. .I can get into that silly suit in ten 
minutes. 

MRS. BANKS. THIS MINUTE! 

tommy. Oh! All right . . . (Ox his way out L.) You ought to see 
the stuff they’re taking out of that truck . . . everything but the 
kitchen stove . . . (TOMMY ex/fs L.) 


MRS. BANKS. (Nervously.) I must hurry myself! (She exits L. 
BANKS goes to R. window nervously. Phone rings. He leaps to an- 
swer it.) 

BANKS. Hello . . . hello. . . Buckley . . . How are you?... 
You sound nervous, chum! Make with a stiff upper lip, boy . . . it 
will soon be over. You want to speak to the bride? She’s being 
sewed into her gown or something, but . . . (The two men arrive 
L. each carrying a potted palm and set them down and go off L.) 
It’s terribly important? . . . Okay .. . I'll try . . . Hold on, 
Buckley . . . (BANKS puts down phone and goes toward door L.) 
pullic es Ellice o 

MRS. BANKS. (Off L.) What és it, Stanley? 
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BANKS. Buckley wants to talk to Kay. 
MRS. BANKS. Oh! Not NOW! 
BANKS. I think she'd better if you want him at the wedding. 


MRS. BANKS. (Séill off.) Oh. My goodness . . . tell him to wait. 

(BANKS goes back to phone.) 

BANKS. Hello . . . you still there, Buckley? . . . Well, hold on 
. she’s coming . . . (Men reappear L. with two more plants 


and set them down grimly and go off L. Great confusion on stair- 
case.) 

ARATS( Calling off L.) Is he still there, Pops? 

BANKS. Still there? Buckley? (Nods to Kay, who is just off L. by 
door.) She’s coming. . . 


MRS. PULITSKIL. (Following Kay in.) Mrs. Banks . . . just hold 
this side of the train. . . THANK you . . . please don’t let it 
touch the floor . . . Oh, Miss Kay, don’t go too fast . . . please! 


(KAY enters with MRS. PULITSKI and her MOTHER trying to hold 
her train off floor. They trail after her as she goes to phone.) 
BANKS. Kitten . . . you look wonderful. 

cKay>Thanks, Pops! (Kay rushes to phone, makes sharp turn to 
pick it up. Others scuttle after her, doing a mild snap-the-whip 
lo keep train in line.) 


MRS, PULITSKI. Oh . . . It’s creasing on your side, Mrs. Banks. 
MRS. BANKS. Oh, dear! 
€AY> Hello eee Buckley oan Hellomdartinam | Ohel feel 


wonderful . . . how do you feel? Oh. . . but why, darling. . . 
today of all days with the sun shining .. . Oh. . . Buckley... 
you just can’t come now. Because it’s terribly bad luck for you to 
see me in my wedding dress before church. Yes . . . I know it’s 
silly. I know it’s just a superstition. How could I take it off and put 
it on again? I’m all sewed into it, Buckley . . . there isn’t time. 
Just a minute, darling . . . (Putting hand over mouthpiece and 
Speaking to her mother.) Mother . . . couldn’t you please just put 
the train over my arm and let me talk to Buckley ? 
MRS, PULITSKI. Oh, Miss Kay . . . it would have to be re-pressed. 
BANKS. Look . . . if she’d rather have a few wrinkles in her dress 
than a groom with a nervous breakdown that’s her business. 

AY Just a minute, please, Buckley. 
MRS. BANKS. Stanley, don’t be an alarmist! 
BANKS. I’m not an alarmist. 
MRS. BANKS. Well . . . then. . . come, Mrs. Pulitski . . . fold it 
over her arm. (They carefully loop train over KAY’S arm while she 
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PEGGY. Tommy, how could you? 

BANKS. (Advancing on TOMMY, speaking through his teeth.) If 
I had a blunt instrument in my hands, Tommy Banks, I would 
exterminate you! 

TOMMY. (Backing in horror.) Gee! Whiz! Pops . . . (In a whis- 
per.) What am I going to do? 

BANKS. Take the car and buy one! 

TOMMY, Like this? 

BANKS. Yes . . . like that . . . go with him, Ben. Be back in ten 
minutes and don’t get arrested. (Ie Boys vanish off L. BANKS 
paces floor in a real tantrum. PEGGY watches wide-eyed.) Ot do 
get arrested! Serve you right for being such a pudding-head. Am 
I supposed to run this shebang single-handed? Can’t anyone in 
this house use his head? Good gosh, . . . there won’t be any wed- 
ding at this rate! 

PEGGY. (Very nervously.) Mr. Banks . . . couldI. . . could I 
getyou. . . aglass of water . . . or something? 

BANKS. (Shouting.) NO! . . . You couldn't get me a glass of 
water or something! A man has a right to go ctazy when everyone 
around him acts like a bunch of maniacs. Look at this room... 
In fifty minutes my-daughter is getting married. In thirty minutes 
a car comes to take her to the church. How much am I supposed to 
be able to stand it without losing my mind? Caterers who don’t 
come . . . senile aunts that lose their dresses . . . men pounding 
on tents I don’t want. A son who is quite feeble-minded . . . 
PEGGY. No, he isn’t . . . really he isn’t, Mr. Banks. 

BANKS. I tell you he és feeble-minded. 

PEGGY. (Starts to cry.) Oh dear . . . oh dear . . . (BANKS regis- 
ters her distress. Controls himself with an effort, goes and puts 
arm about her.) 


BANKS. I’m sorry, Peggy . . . I guess we're all nervous. (They 
smile at each other.) 
PEGGY. (Timidly.) Yes, 1 guess so! Mr. Banks . . . could I ask 


your advice about something ? 

BANKS. Of course, Peggy. 

PEGGY. (A conspirator.) Do you think it would be awfully dis- 
honest if I asked Kay to throw her bouquet just a little bit in my 
direction so I almost couldn’t help being the one to catch it? 
BANKS. (Very seriously.) I think it bas been done. 

PEGGY. Do you think it would be unforgivable? 

BANKS. No .. . I don’t really. But why is it so important? 
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puoGy. Because I think Tldie . . . I'll just DIE if Ben and J aren’t 
the next ones to get married! 

BANKS. And catching the Bride’s Bouquet really cinches it? 
pEGcy. Oh . . . YES, Mr. Banks. I know people say it’s supersti- 
tious but I do know it works. I've counted wedding after wedding 
. . . you'd be surprised how it works. 

BANKS. (Very solemnly.) Peggy . . . how is your father? 
PEGGY. Why . . . he’s fine, Mr. Banks. 

BANKS. His heart all right? 

PEGGY. His heart? Why . . . Ithinkso . . . he never said. . . 
BANKS. Nervous system pretty tough? Pocket-book solid? 

prccy. Why. . . Mr. Banks. . . I think so. Do you know some- 
thing awful that I don’t know? 

BANKS. No, my dear. (Two same men carry on identical table v. 
dnd set it next the first. They go off u.) 

PEGGY. Then . . . Imean . . . would you mind awfully telling 
me why you asked me such queer questions, Mr. Banks? 

BANKS. Because when you and Ben get married, he’s the goat, 
Peggy. I can just sit back and let him worry. 

PEGGY. Father’s the goat? 

BANKS. (Nodding.) And I wondered if he can take it—or maybe 
you and Ben plan to elope? 


PEGGY. Oh! No . . . I want a wedding just exactly like Kay's! 
BANKS, Uh-huh. 
PEGGY. I wouldn’t want anything different . . . not anything. 


BANKS. Uh-huh! (Smiles placidly.) 

pEccy. Why are you smiling, Mr. Banks? 

BANKS. Because my only contribution to that happy event is Ben. 
PEGGY. (Giggling.) But that’s a big contribution! 

BANKS. I certainly hope your father thinks so, Peggy! 

PEGGY. (Hesitating.) Mr. Banks—do you think I could see Kay 
for just a minute? 

BANKS. Yes . . . Run along, Peggy. (PEGGY runs out L. and DE- 
LILAH e7/ers R.) 

DELILAH. Mr. Banks? 

BANKS. Now what? 

DELILAH. My kitchen is full of men carrying in boxes and barrels 
and they've got everything covered . . . they’re in my icebox. . . 
they just push me away . . . One of them is even changing his 
shirt in there, Mr. Banks. 

BANKS. Leave them alone. Delilah. 
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DELILAH. But it’s such a mess, Mr. Banks . . . they'll never find 

anything. And no man is going to change his shirt in my kitchen 
. not with me around! 

BANKS. Why don’t you just walk on to the church very slowly, 

Delilah . . . ? It’s quiet there. 

DELILAH. Oh . . . I do want to see Miss Kay get married. I do 

want to. She’s so beautiful . . . (DELILAH bursts into tears.) 

BANKS. (Holding head with both hands.) You just go ahead, 

Delilah. 

DELILAH. Thank you, Mr. Banks! (She goes off R. RED and PETE 

appear suddenly in waiters’ coats carrying table-cloths and trays of 

silver. They enter R. They spread cloths. TIM’s MAN comes back 

L., with more flowers, followed by MASSOULA, L., spotless in 

Starched shirt and tuxedo, carrying two great vases; sets one'on 

each table. All the business of setting scene goes on during dia- 

logue that follows, at the discretion of the director.) 

MASSOULA. (With a gleaming smile.) You see, Mr. Banks? Like 

Magic! Undicates set.) 

BANKS. (Drily.) Will you make it? 

MASSOULA. (Another smile.) Of coutse. 

BANKS. I hope so! (MASSOULA retreats to his work. MRS, BANKS 


enters L., dressed for the wedding.) Ellie . . . Approaches her 
in an admiring daze.) 

MRS. BANKS. Don’t say anything, Stanley. . . I can see in your 
face you like it. 

BANKS. Ellie. . . (Walks round her in a circle looking her over.) 


You never said a thing about YOUR dress. 

MRS. BANKS. I’m glad you like me, darling. 

BANKS. But you're just as beautiful as you were twenty-five years 
ago. 

MRS. BANKS. Oh . . . No, dear. 

BANKS. You ARE. . . You ARE. . . I’m proud of you. 

MRS. BANKS. (Going to him, giving his tie a little touch.) Ym 
proud of you, too, Stanley. (He puts his arm around her. Door i 
slams with a terrifying crash and TOMMY tears into the room 
... haw wild . . . shirt-tails flying and a brown paper package 
under his arn.) 


TOMMY. Got it . . . got a parking ticket . . . (BEN enters L., 
puffing also, but still immaculate.) 
BANKS. You boys should be at the church right now . . . you 
should have been there ten minutes ago. 

Te 


TOMMY. (Rushing off.) Two shades, Pop— 

BANKS. You are the only ushers who know our family and you are 
responsible for seating them. 

BEN. I know, Pops. 

MRS. BANKS. And I should be there, too. 

BANKS. Your mother is dependent on you . . 
there before us. 

BEN. But, Pops, we did the best we could. 

MRS. BANKS. (Calling to off L.) Hurry, Tommy. 
TOMMY. (Calling off L.) 1am, Mom. Just putting it on. 
MRS. BANKS. Shouldn’t your car be here, too, Stanley? 


. she should be 


BANKS. Yes . . . is Kay ready? 

MRS. BANKS. I thought she was ready when I came down. (Call- 

ing.) Kay— 5 

MRS. PULITSKI. (Calling.) We're coming, Mrs. Banks . . . Now 
. . Slowly, Miss Kay . . . especially when you turn . . . slowly 


. . . (KAY enters L. in full array: train, veil, bouquet, gloves. 
Moves to the same rhythm as though she were walking down the 
aisle. . . hesitating on every step. She pauses just as she enters 
and waits for MRS. PULITSKI to turn her train for her. MRS. PULIT- 
SKI follows her in L.) 

BANKS. Kay! 

MRS. BANKS. Darling, you're lovely! 
KAY) Am I, Mother? Am I all right? 

BEN. I'll say you're all right! 
RAYNE hanks, Ben. 

BANKS. (In awe.) You're beautiful! 


‘KAY).Oh. I’m glad . . . if it’s true. Shouldn’t we be going? 
Shouldn’t the boys have gone? 

BANKS. Yes... toboth. . . (He bellows off L.) TOMMY! 
TOMMY. (Calling off.) 1am allready . . . It’s just that I can’t find 
any cuff-links. 

BANKS. (Yelling.) COME DOWN AS YOU ARE... . THIS 
MINUTE! 

KAYSWhere’s our car, Pops? 

BANKS. It should be here, dear . . . (TOMMY careens, enters L. 


completely slicked, but with his cuffs flapping. Holds out his arms 
and stares at the offending wrists.) 

TOMMY. (Panting.) [had ’em . . . only yesterday! 

BANKS. God! Help me not to kill that boy! 
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MRS. BANKS. Can't you roll them up, dear? 
ay-Tommy . . . my wedding day! 
TOMMY. Oh. Gee, Kay, I didn’t mean to do anything to your wed- 
ding day. It’s just I can’t find them. 
MRS, PULITSKI. Come here, Tommy . . . One good thing about a 
dressmaker . . . she’s always got pins. (Goes to work on TOMMY’S 
cuffs with pins.) 
MRS. BANKS. Oh, Thank Goodness! 
BANKS. Go get the car started, Ben. You better start, Ellie. 
KAY (Going to MRS. BANKS.) Mother! 
MRS. BANKS. (Taking KAY in her arms and kissing her.) Darling! 
MRS. PULITSKI. Be careful of the veil . . . please . 
(To tommy.) There. 
MRS. BANKS. (Almost off L.) You better come with’ us, Mrs. 
Pulitski . . . (TOMMY goes to BANKS and stands before him. 
OTHERS go off L.) 
TOMMY. I’m sorry, Pops. . . 
BANKS.GO...GO...Son.. . doyour best. 
TOMMY. (Running L., and off.) Right, Pop . . . see you in 
church, Kay! (Stage is clear of MASSOULA’S CREW from now to the 
end.) ‘ 
AY. Pop, I wish they'd come. . . 
BANKS. (Going to window R.) Itold that man. . . 
RAY Buckley will die if we're late. 
BANKS. We won't be, darling . . . no wedding is on the dot. 
KAY.Pops? 
BANKS. What is it, Kay? 
AY? Something awful! What will I do? 
BANKS. Kitten, what is it? 
ay I feel like crying. 
BANKS, On your wedding day? . . . But why, Kitten? 
AY) (Holding hand to her face.) And if I do I'll ruin my face, 
and my veil and my dress . . . 
BANKS. Is something troubling you? Is something wrong? 
€av Sobbing.) Yes. 
BANKS. What, my dear? . . . Tell Pop. 
KAY. (W ailing.) I don’t want to go! 
BANKS. You don’t want to go? 
€Av?(N. odding, through sobs.) To get married. 
BANKS. But, Kay . . . it’s a little late to feel like that. 
¢{Still weeping.) I lknow. 
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BANKS. There’s nothing to be afraid of in marriage. 

KAY yOh! I’m not afraid of that. I’m not afraid of matriage. . . 
I'm just afraid of getting married . . . Pop . . . Have you gota 
handkerchief . . . Oh. . . my poor face! 

BANKS. (Producing handkerchief.) You're aftaid of the people? 

KAY Wailing anew.) Yes! 

BANKS. But, darling . . . You look so beautiful . . . How 
could you be afraid ? 

WAY)-Suppose I trip on my train or fall down, or something? 
BANKS. (Wiping her eyes with his handkerchief.) Oh! Kitten 
. . . you had me scared. Is that all? 

KAY Is that all! 

BANKS. (Giving her handkerchief.) Blow, Kitten! Listen, when 
you were a little girl and had a nightmare who took you out of bed 
and held you till you felt all right? 

KAYDY ou did (Blows nose.) 

BANKS. And when you fell down and skinned your knee who told 
you stories until it felt better ? 


‘KAYX(Calmer, starting to smile.) You did. 


BANKS. And when you swallowed the peach pit, who swung you 
by your heels? 

(RAY Laughing.) You did. And you hit me hard on the back. 
BANKS. Well, I’m going to be right there. You're going to be 
holding my arm and nothing is going to happen. 

KAY) ¢Holding on to him.) Oh! Pops! . . . You're wonderful. 
How could anyone be scared with you! You’re NEVER scared, are 
you? You aren't scared of anything. (Car horn outside honks in- 
sistently.) 

BANKS. Of course not. (Horn again.) There’s our car. 

KAYSHow’s my face? 

BANKS. More beautiful than ever. 

‘KAY? You always know just what to do and just what to say. 
BANKS. Ready ? 

RAY (Laughing.) Let's go knock ’em dead. (She takes his arm. 
He hums wedding march and they go out . together.) 
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Act I, Scene 1 


5 coffee cups and saucers, and other dishes, etc. for 5 breakfasts 
Toaster, bread and butter for toast 

Magazines on table on rack 

Sunday paper, with funnies 


Act I, Scene 2 


Wrapped up express package with trays and tissue paper inside 
Pocket knife, for Buckley 
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Pens, ink, pencils, pads, blotters, etc. on desk. 

Pill box with small pills on desk 
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Act II 


Large quantity of pink and white cards in cabinet files 
Several wedding gifts, many unwrapped, some in packages and 
cartons. Among unwrapped gifts include lime squeezer. 

’ Portable typewriter, with paper and carbons 

Brief case for Banks 

Newspaper 

Pocket knife for Ben 

Tray in package, different from others mentioned 

Handbag for Mrs. Banks 

New green print dress 

Large photograph albums for Massoula 

Letter in envelope for Buckley 


Act III, Scene 1 


Breakfast things on dining room table including cup of coffee 
brought in by Mrs. Banks. 
Coffee pot and cup for Delilah 
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Act III, Scene 2 


Flowers and plants and general decorations 

2 step ladders, one larger than the other 

Dry mop for Delilah 

Palms and potted plants to be brought in during scene 
2 long tables, tablecloths and napkins 
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2 large flower vases 
Brown paper package for Tommy 
Bride’s bouquet for Kay 
Pins for Mrs. Pulitski 
Handkerchief for Banks 
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FRENCH DOORS 


SCENE DESIGN 


“FATHER OF THE BRIDE” 


SAME SET SHOWING FURNITURE CHANGES FOR ACT 2 
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SCENE DESIGN 


“FATHER OF THE BRIDE” 


SAME SET SHOWING FURNITURE CHANGES FOR ACT 3 -SC. 2 


79 


THE CURIOUS SAVAGE 
FATHER OF THE BRIDE 
HARVEY LY 
MISTER ANGEL |, 
JUNIOR MISS 

- STAGE DOOR 

ARSENIC AND 
SEVEN SISTERS 
THE MAN WHO CAME TO DINNER 
GEORGE WASHINGTON SLEPT HERE 
CUCKOOS ON THE HEARTH 


\\ YOU CAN’T TAKE IT WITH YOU 
My 


\ 
\ : 
Ir ost\of the titles above are available everywhere, but in 
\Yorder t make certain of availability write direct to the 


Y Dramatists Play Service, Inc. 
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a i Send For Free Descriptive Catalogue 


Favorite Selections 
FOR HIGH SCHOOLS 


| Remember Mama. New “High School Acting Version” 
Harvey The Curious Savage 
Abe Lincoln in Illinois 
George Washington Slept Here Heaven Can Wait 
Jenny Kissed Me 
Junior Miss Mr. Barry's Etchings 


A Young Man's Fancy 


Love Rides the Rails Ramshackle Inn 


Send for complete lis of plays, free of charge. 


Dramatists Play Service, inc. 
14 East 38th Street, New York 16, N. Y. 
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THEATERS 


—e A SLEEP OF PRISONERS 
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e A PHOENIX TOO FREQUENT \\ 


\ cane | 


: ° THE LADY'S NOT FOR BURNING 
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¢ THE BIG KNIFE 
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